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TO 

MRS. ABINGTON. 



MADAM, 

YOU will be surprised, at this distance of time, and 
in this public manner, to receive an answer to a very 
polite letter, which you addressed to me in the course 
of the last summer at Yarmouth. In a strain of vi- 
vacity, which always belongs to you, you invite me 
to write again for the Stage. You tell me, that hav- 
ing gone through the Comedies of the The hVay to 
Keep Hitn> All in the IVrong, and Three fVeeks after 
Marriage, you now want more from the same hand. 
I am not bound, you say, by my resolution, signified 
in a Prologue about ten years ago, to take my leave 
of the Dramatic Muse. At the perjuries of poets, 
as well as lovers, Jove laughs ; and the public, you 
think, will be ready to give me a general release 
from the promise. All this is very flattering. If 
the following Scenes, at the end of five and twenty 
years, still continue to be a part of the public amuse- 
ment, I know to what cause I am to ascribe it. Those 
graces of action, with which you adorn whatever 
vou undertake, have given to the Piece a degree of 
brilliancy, and even novelty, as often as you have re- 
peated it. I am not unmindful of the Performers 
who first obtained for the Author the favour of the 
Town; a Garrick, a Yates, a Cibber, united 
their abilities; and who can forget Mrs. ('live? 
They have all passed away, and the Comedy might 
have passed with them, it you had not so frequently 
placed it in a conspicuous light. 
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iv DEDICATION. 

The truth is, without such talents as yours, all 
that the Poet writes is a dead letter. He designs for 
representation ; but it is the Performer that giv^s to 
the draught, however justly traced, a form, a spirit, 
a countenance, and a mind. All this you have done 
for the Widow Bkllmour ; and that excellence in 
your art, which you are known to possess, "can, no 
doubt, lend the same animation to any new character. 
But alas ! I have none to offer. That tinder in the 
Poet's mind, which, as Doctor Young says, takes 
fire from every spark , 1 have not found, even though 
you have endeavoured to kindle the flame. Could 1 
write, as you can act, I should Ire proud to obey 
your commands: but after a long disuse, how shall 
1 recover the train of thinking necessary for plot, hu- 
mour, incident, and character? 

In the place of nqvelty, permit iue to request that 
The Way to Keep Him may be inscribed to you. 
You are entitled to it, Madam; for vour talents nave 
made the Play your own. A Dedication, I grant, 
at this period of time, comes rather late; but being 
called upon for a new edition, l have retouched the 
dialogue, and perhaps so reformed the whole, that, 
in its present state,. it may be deemed less unworthy 
of your acceptance. It is, therefore, mv wish, that 
this Address may in future attend the Comedv, to 
remain (as long as such a thing can remain) a tribute 
due to the Genius of Mrs. Abington, and a 
mark of that esteem, with which 1 suberibe myself. 
Madam, 

Your real admirer, 

And most obedient Servant, 
ARTHUR MURPHY. 
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CRITIQUE 

on 

THE WA Y TO KEEP HIM. 

t 

I EMBRACE the opportunity of reviewing this 
comedy with particular satisfaction, as it justifies me 
in paying that tribute to the genius of its author, 
which, in the instance of his play, infilled. All in the , 
IVreng, 1 found myelf obliged to withhold. 

In the plot of this comedy we are presented with 
a series of incidents, ingeniously contriv’d, first to ex - 

S ose, and afterwards to reform, Lovemore and Sir 
lashful Constant, two married men; who, from very 
opposite causes, render themselves and their wives 
completely discontented and unhappy. 

Lo vemore, who is a dissipated libertine, flies the 
society of a virtuous woman, who sighs for domestic 
tranquillity, and by wearying him with her com- 
plaints, forfeits all that influence, which her merits, 
mental and personal, would otherwise command.. 
Disgusted with her remonstrances, he-treats her with 
the most mortifying neglect, which he renders not 
the less cruel by glossing it over with some affected 
show of mock civility. Mrs. Lovemore discovers him 
in the act of paying his addresses to the widow Bell- 
monr in the counterfeited character of a certain Lord 
Etheridge, who has no part in the play. He is also 
defeated in his attempt to obtain an assignation with 
Lady Constant, by a trick which he puts upon her 
husband, who considers him as his friend, and con- 
fides his secrets to him. 

In the mean time Mrs. Lovemore having imparted 
her unhappy situation to the widow Bellmour, is per- 
suaded to abstain from her complaints, and by as- 
suming a greater conformity to the levity of her hus- 
band’s manners, to make his home more agreeable to 
him. In the concluding act she follows this advice,. 
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vi CRITIQUE, 

and bv the success of the experiment is convinced, 
that she has struck upon the Way to Keep Him. 
The play then winds up with a remark, that “ the 
ladies should learn, after the marriage-rites are per- 
formed, not to suffer their powers of pleasing to lan- 
guish away, but still remember to sacrifice to the 
Graces.” 

The morality of this is not correct, but there is 
worldly wisdom in it as a maxim. 

The description that is given of the matrimonial dis- 
quietude of Sir Bashful Constant, is of a more novel, 
comic, and amusing cast. This silly gentleman is doat- 
ingly enamoured of his wife’s fair person, and prides 
himself in the high company that she keeps, and the 
expensive pleasures that she engages in; but the 
dread of being exposed to ridicule, if he should be 
found guilty of so gross an absurdity as that of being 
in love with his own wife, haunts him with such 
terrors, that to conceal his fondness, he assumes a 
churlish character, and is perpetually reproaching her 
for those very gaieties which lie admires, and for that 
extravagance which he secretly contrives to encourage 
and supply. 

This whimsical character is very happily conceived, 
and gives life and spirit to some admirable situations, 

I iarticularly in the two first acts. The vacillations of 
tis mind, the shifts he is reduced to for concealment 
of his raptures, his hair-breadth escapes from disco- 
very, and his ridiculous embarrassments, whilst keep- 
ing up a shew of discontent and anger, are truly comic. 
His scene with Lovemore in the second act is ex- 
tremely entertaining, and the interruptions on the part 
of Sir iBrilliant Fashion are thrown in with great art, 
as they are not only necessary breaks to relieve the 
length of it, but by obliging him to postpone the dis- 
covery of the grand and notable secret, which he has 
to disclose to Lovemore, they become very useful in- 
struments to heighten the importance of an incident 
which is in effect the most striking feature in the plot 
and composition of the drama. At length, when he 
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CRITIQUE. VII 

makes Lovemore “the depositary, thefaithful deposi- 
tary of his secret,” and the long-postponed confession > 
of his uxorious passion is made, with all the accom- 
paniments of confusion and dismay, with which the 
poet has ingeniously contrived to set it off, the part 
of Sir Bashful is brought so pre-eminently forward in 
this scene, that there must be a sensible falling off' in 
the succeeding acts; and it is judiciously managed, 
that the introduction of the widow Bellmour should 
he held back till the opening of the third act, when 
her appearance gives that seasonable support to the 
spirit of the comedy, which Sir Bashful, as far as his 
character is concerned, could not else have kept up in 
its first vigour. 

Although this character of the widow Bellmour is 
more properly an auxiliary than a principal in the plot, 
yet the author has evidently bestowed such pains upon 
it, as cannot fail to recommend it to the attention of 
the critic. This part has been the favourite of the 
favourites of the stage, and repeatedly given display 
to the distinguished talents of Mrs. Abington ana 
M iss Farren. My concern is with the character it- 
self; for them, as the representatives of it, I have all 
possible respect ; but I am the drama’s reviewer, not 
theirs. The widow Bellmour is certainly a part well 
calculated to set off the finesse and graces of a spirited 
and accomplished actress. She is not decidedly a lady 
of fashion, nor altogether a woman of sentiment ; 
yet she has her gay fits and her grave ones, and either 
triffes or declaims as opportunity offers, and the hu- 
mour seizes her She has as much coquetry as justi- 
fies a libertine like Lovemore, and a coxcomb like 
Sir Brilliant Fashion in making their attacks upon 
her; and if the former could have preserved his in- 
cognito, it is not quite certain, upon her own autho- 
rity, in what degree lie might have succeeded. There 
is a pretty kind of affected hesitation in her opinion 
upon this point; for the lady is no heroine in the cum- 
pany of her wailing-woman, who is upon the most 
easy terms with hex mistress, and fairly says to her-— 
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'* If I have any skill, ma’am, you are not without a 
little partiality for his lordship.” To this she replies — > 
“ Really! Then von think 1 like him, perhaps. Do 
vou think 1 like him? 1 don’t well know how that 
is. Like him ! no, not absolutely; it is not decided : 
and yet I don’t know, if 1 had a mind to humour 
myself, and to give way a little to inclination, there 
is something here, in my heart, that would be busy, 
I believe. This is great affability on the part of the 
lady; yet I much doubt if it is in character; for 1 
liv’d in the time when this play was written, and am 
inclined to think, it was not the custom for women 
of fashion and reputation to hold such language with 
their servants. Yet it is Somewhat stronger at the 
close of their discourse ; w hen her servant familiarly 
observes — “ You have it through the very heart of 
you ; I see that.” To which she replies — “ Do you ? 
I don’t know what to say to it. Poor Sir Brilliant 
Fashion ! if I prefer his rival, what will become of 
him ? — I won’t think about it.” I must think, that 
in these passages, both the sentiments, and the person 
they are addressed to, are degrading to the character 
from whom they proceed ; but I perceive this part of 
the waiting-woman was given to an actress of high 
pretensions; and when authors decree such casts be- 
forehand, they write to the talents of a performer, ant} 
sacrifice, propriety to purchase support. 

What object Lovemorc could have in view by so 
shallow a project as that of passing himself off upon 
the widow as Lord Etheridge, I cannot understand, 
lie could not propose to go the length of marrying 
her ; and there seems no other point in which it could 
serve his purpose, for as a gallant Ldvemore stood 
as good a chance with a woman of intrigue as my 
lord. It was a disguise that exposed him every mo- 
ment to a most disgraceful discovery; for his ribband 
and star were a masquerading trick, that could not 
well be practised even upon an ignorant and obscure 
person above once; and Mrs. Bellmour is described 
as a woman of the world. 
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CRITIQUE. ix 

Though there is spirit, and some point, in the writ- 
ing of this part, and though it forma upon the whole 
what the players style a good acting character, I think 
the dialogue ! in her interview with Mrs. Lovemore 
is loaded, and the speeches too long. In short, the 
lady is loo talkative both in her lessons to Mrs. Love- 
more, and her conversation with the counterfeit Lord 
Etheridge. In representation, 1 can readily believe, 
all is well, but with representation I have nothing 
to do. . ' ... 

Sir Brilliant Fashion is a coxcomb of the school of 
Cibber ; a character which Comedy enrolls in her 
troop as the ready-made rake of the stage, stored with 
sufficient self-conceit to play the bully, the coward, 
or the buffoon, as suits the wriler’s purpose ; and if 
the first sketch was ever drawn after the model of a 
man of fashion, it must have been in times when a 
man of fashion did not even affect the manners or 
principles of a gentleman. Upon characters of this 
cast criticism will hardly condescend to pause. 

In the plan and disposition of this comedy, the 
author has displayed great ingenuity, and a degree of 
judgment that marks an accurate acquaintance with 
stage- effect. Of the characters 1 have spoken pretty 
much at large; in point of diction it provokes no cen- 
sure, and holds a middle rank — 

“ Behind the foremost, and before the last.” 

R. CUMBERLAND. 
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PROLOGUE. 

WHEN first the haughty critic's dreadful rage, 
With Gothic fury, over-ran the stage. 

Then Prologues rose , and strove with variedart 
To gain the soft accesses to the heart. 

Thro’ all the tuneful tribe fit' infection flew. 

And each Great Genius — his petition drew 
In form."* pauperis address'd the Pit, 

With all the gay antithesis of wit. 

Their sacred art poor poets oion’d a crime j 
They sigh'd in simile, they bow'd in rhime. 

Ear charity they all were forc'd to beg ; 

And every Prologue was “ a wooden leg.” 

Next these a hardy, manly race appear'd. 

Who knew no dulness, and no critics fear'd. 

From Nature’s store each curious tint they drew, 
Thai boldly held the piece to public view : 

“ Lo ! here, exact proportion ! just design 1 
“ The bold relief f and the unerring line ! 

“ Mark in soft union how the colours strike ! 

“ This, Sirs, you will, or this you ought to like." 
They bid defiance to the foes of wit y 
“ Scatter'd like ratsbane up and down the Pit." 

Such Prologues were of yore ; — our bard to-night 
Disdains a false compassion to excite : 
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PROLOGUE. Xi 

Nor, too secure your judgment would oppose ; 
IJe^packs no jury, and he dreads no toes. 

To govern here no party can expect ; 

An audience will preserve its t>wn respect. 

To catch the foibles, that misguide the fair , 

From trifles spring, and end in lasting care. 

Our author aims ; nor this alone he tries. 

But as fresh objects, and new manners rise, 

He bids his canvas glotv with various dyes ; 

Where sense and folly mix in dubious strife , 
Alternate rise, and struggle into life. 

Judge if with art the mimic strokes he blend; 

Jf amicably light and shade contend; ' 

The mental features if he trace with skill ; 

See the Piece first , then damn it if you will . 





DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Lovemore. 

Sir Bashful Constant. 

Sir Brilliant Fashion. 

William, Servant to Lovemore. 
Sideboard, Servant to Sir Bashful. 
Pompey, a black Servant. 

John. 

Mrs. Lovemore. 

The Widow Bellmour. 

Lady Constant. \ 

Muslin, Maid to Mrs. Lovemore. 
Mignionet, Maid to Mrz. Bellmour. 
Furnish, Maid to Lady Constant. 



Scene, London. 
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THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

An Apartment in Lovemore 's House. William 

and Sideboard discovered at a Game of Cards. \ 

William. A plague go with it! I have turned out 
my game: Is forty-seven good ? 

Side. Equal. 

Will. Confound the cards! tierce to a queen ? 

Side. Equal. 

Will. There again ! ruined, stock and block.: no- 
thing can save me. I don’t believe there is a footman 
in England plays with worse luck than myself. Four 
aces are fourteen. 

Side. That’s hard, cruel by Jupiter ! Aces against 
me eveTy time. 

Will. Four aces are fourteen : fifteen. [Plays. 

Side. There’s your equality. 

Will. Very well : I turned out my point. Sixteen; 
£P/ays.J seventeen. [P/m/s-D 

Enter Muslin. 

Mus. There’s a couple of you, indeed ! You are 
so fond of the vices of your betters, that you are scarce 
out of your beds, but you must imitate them and 
their profligate ways. Set you up forsooth ! 

Will. Pr’vthee be quiet, woman, do. Eighteen. 

. [Plays* 

Mus. Upon my word !— With your usual ease, 
Mr. Coxcomb. 

Will. Manners, Mrs. Muslin: you see Mr. Side- 
board here: he is just come on a. message from Sir 

B 
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2 THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. Act I. 

Bashful Constant. Have some respect for a stranger. 
Nineteen, clubs. [Plays. 

Mus. It would become Mr. Sideboard to go back 
with his answer, and it would become you to send 
my ladv word 

Will. Command your tongue, Mrs. Muslin : you’ll 
put me out. What shall I plav ! — He will go back 
with his answer in good time. Bet his master wait 
till it suits our conveniency. Nineteen, clubs : where 
shall ! go now? 

Mus. Have done with your folly, Mr. Impertinent. 
My lady desires to know — 

Will. I tell you, woman, my master and 1 desire to 
have nothing to do with you and your lady. Twenty, 
diamonds. [P/ayr. 

Mus. But I tell you, Mr. Brazen, that aiy lady 
desires to know »t wnat hour vour master came home 
last night, and how he does this morning. 

Will. Ridiculous! Don’t disturb us with that non- 
sense now; you see I am not at leisure. I and my 
master are resolved to be teased no more by you; ana 
so, Mrs. Go-between, vou may return as you came. 
— What the devil shall I play ? — We will have no- 
thing to do with you, I tell you. 

Mus. You’ll have nothing to do with us ! But 
you shall have to do with us, or I’ll know the reason 
why. [She snatches the cards from him, and t lire tvs 
them alout . ] 

Will. Death and fury! this meddling woman has 
destroyed my whole game. A man might as well be 
married, as be treated in this fashion. 

Side. I shall score you for this, Mr. William: I 
was sure of the cards, and that would have made 
me up. 

Will. No, you’ll score nothing for this. You win 
too much of me. I am a very pretty annuity to you. 

Side. Annuity, say you ? 1 lose a fortune to you in 
the course of the year. How could you, Mrs. Muslin, 
behave in this sort to persons of our dignity? 

Mus. Decamp with your dignity ; take your answer 
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Act 1 . THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 3 

to your master: turn upon your rogue’s heel, and rid 
the house. 

Side. I shan’t dispute with you. I hate wrangling: 
I leave that to lawyers and married people; they have 
nothing else to do. Mr. William, I shall let Sir 
Bashful know that Mr. Lovemore will be at home 
for him. When you come to our house, I’ll give 
you your revenge. We can have a snug party there, 
and 1 promise you a glass of choice champaignc : it 
happens to be a good batch ; Sir Bashful gets none 
of it: I keep it for my own friends. Au revoir. 

[j Exit. 

JVill. [To Muslin.] You sec what mischief you 
have made. 

. Mus. Truce with youx foolery ; and now sir, be 
so obliging as to send my lady an answer to her ques- 
tions: How and when your rakehelly master C 2 me 
home last night ? 

Will. I’ll tell you one thing, Mrs. Muslin; you 
and my master will be the death of n\e at last. In 
the name of charity what do you both take me for ? 
Whatever appearances may be, I am but of morta>- 
mould ; nothing supernatural about me. 

Mus. Upon my word, Mr. Powder-Puff ! 

Will. I nave not, indeed; and flesh and blood, let 
me tell you, can’t hold it always at this rate. I can’t 
be for ever a slave to Mr. Lovemore’s eternal frolics, 
and to your second-hand airs. 

Mus. Second-hand airs ! 

JVill. Yes, second-hand airs; you take them at 
your ladies’ toilets with their cast gowns, and so you 
descend to us with them. — And then on the other 
hand, there’s my master! Because he chooses to live 
upon the principal of his health, and so run out his 
whole stock as fast as he can, he must have my com- 
pany with him in his devil’s dance to the other world ! 
Never at home till three, four, five, six in the morn- 
ing. 

Mus. Ay, a vile ungrateful man ! always ranging 
abroad, and no regard fora wife that dotes upon him. 

£ 2 
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4 THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. Act I. 

And your love for me is all of a piece. I have no pa- 
tience with you both ; a couple of false, perfidious, 
abandoned profligates! 

Will. Hey! where is your tongue running ? My 
master, as the world goes, is a good sort of a civil 
kind of a husband; and I, heaven help me! a poor 
simpleton of a constant, amorous puppy, who bears 
with all the whims of my little tyrant here. Come 
and kiss me, you jade, come and kiss me. 

Mus. Paws oft', Caesar. Don’t think to make me 
your dupe. 1 know when you go with him to this 
new lady, this Bath acquaintance; and 1 know you 
are as false as my master, and give all my dues to 
your Mrs. Mignionet there. 

Will. Hush; not a word of that. I am ruined, 
pressed, and sent on board a tender directly, if you 

blab that I trusted you with that secret But to 

charge me with falsehood ! — injustice and ingrati- 
tude! My master, to be sure, does drink an agree- 

able dish of tea with the widow. He has been there 
every evening this month past. How long things are 
to be in this train, heaven only knows. But he does 
visit there, and I attend him. I ask my master. Sir, 
says 1, what time will you please to want me? He 
fixes the hour, and I strut by Mrs. Mignionet, with- 
out so much as tipping her a single glance. She 
stands watering at the mouth, and * a pretty fellow 
that,’ says she; Ay, gaze on, says 1, gaze on : I know 
what vou wonld be at : you would be glad to have 
me : but sour grapes, my dear; and so home I come 
to cherish my own lovely little wanton : you know I 
do ; and after toying with thee, I fly back to my 
master, later indeed than he appoints, hut always too 
soon for him. He is loth to part: he lingers and 
dangles, and I stand cooling my heels. Oh ! to the 
devu I pitch such a life. 

Mus. Why don’t you strive to reclaim the vile 
man? 

Will. Softly; not so fast. I have mv talent, to 
b.e sure; yes, I must acknowledge some talent. But 
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Act I. THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 5 

can you suppose that I have power to turn the drift 
of his inclinations? Can I give him a new taste, and 
lead him as 1 please? And to whom? To his wife ? 
Ridiculous ! A wife has no attraction now ; the spring 
of the passions flies back ; it won’t do. 

Mus. Fine talking! and you admire yourself for it, 
don’t you? Can you proceed, sir ? 

Will. 1 tell you a wife is out of date : the time 
was, but that’s all over ; a wife is a drug now; mere 
tar-water, with every virtue under heaven, but no- 
body takes it. 

Mus. Have done, or I’ll print these ten nails upon 
your rogue’s face. 

Will. Come and kiss me, I say. 

Mus. A fiddlestick for your kisses, while you en- 
courage your master to open rebellion against the best 
of wives. 

Will. I tell you ’tis all her own fault. Why does ' 
she not study to please him as you do me. Come 
and throw your arms about my neck. 

Mus. As I used to do, Mr. Impudence? 

Will. Then I must force you to your own good. 
[Am« her.'] Pregnant with delight! egad, if my 
master was not in the next room — [Bell rings. 

Mus. Hush! my lady’s bell: how long has he been 
up? 

Will. He has been up — [Kisses her.] ’Sdeath ! you 
have set me all on fire. [Ames her. 

Mus. There, there; have done now? the bell 
rings again. What must I say? When did he come 
home ? 

Will. He came home — [Kisses her.] — he came 
home at five this morning ; damned himself for a 
blockhead; [Ames.] went to bed in a surlv humour; 
was tired of himself and every body else. [Bell rings, 
he kisses her.] And he is now in tip-toe spirits with 
Sir Brilliant Fashion in that room yonder. 

Mus. Sir Brilliant Fashion ? I wish my lady would 
mind what he says to her — You great bear ! you have 
given me such a flush in my face! [7«£es a pocket 

b 3 
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6 THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. Ad /. 

looking-glass. ] I look pretty well, 1 think. There, 
[Kisses flint.'] nave done, and let me he gone. [Exit. 

Will. There goes high and low life contrasted in 
one person. Site has not dived at the bottom of my 
master’s secrets; that’s one good thing. What she 
knows, she’ll blab. We shall hear of this widow 
from Bath : but the plot lies deeper than they are 
aware of. Inquire they will; and let ’em, say 1; 
their answer will do ’em no good. * Mr. Lovemore # 

* visits the widow Beilmour?’ We know * no such 

* person.’ That’s what they’ll get for their pains. 
Their puzzle will be greater than ever; and they may 

sit down to chew the cud of disappointed malice > 

Hush! my master and Sir Brilliant: I’ll take care of 

a single rogue, and get me out of their way. [Exit. - 
Enter Lovemore and Sir Brilliant. 

Love. My dear Sir Brilliant, 1 must both pity and 
laugh at you. Thou art metamorphosed into the most 
whimsical being! 

i Sir Bril. If your raillery diverts you, go on with it. 
This i<= always the case: apply for sober advice, and 
your friend plays you off with a joke. 

Love. Sober advice! very far gone indeed. There 
is no such thing as talking soberlv to the tribe of 
lovers. That eternal absence of mind that possesses 
you all ! There is no society with you. 1 was dam- 
nable company myself, when 1 was one of the pining 
herd : but a dose of matrimony has cooled me pretty 
handsomely ; and here comes repetatur haustus. 

Enter Muslin. 

Mus. My lady sends her compliments, and begs 
to know how vou do this morning. 

Love. [ Aside to .Sir Bril.] The novelty of the com- 
pliment is enlivening — It is the devil to be teased in 

this manner What did you say, child ? 

» Mus. My lady hopes you find yourself well this 
morning. 

Love. Ay, your lady — give her my compliments, 

and tell her — and tell her 1 hope she is well, and 

[Yaytms. 
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Act 1 . THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 7 

Mus. She begs you won’t think of going out with-, 
out seeing her. 

Love. To be sure, she has such variety every time 
one sees her — my head aches woefully — tell your lady 
. — 1 shall be glad to see her; I’ll wait on her — 
[Yawns.] tell her what you will, 

Mus. A brute!— 1 shall let my lady know, sir. 

[Exit, 

Love . My dear Sir Brilliant, you see me an exam- 
ple before your eyes. Put the widow Bellmour out 
of your head, and let my Lord Etheridge be the victim 
for you. 

Sir Bril. Positively no ; my pride is picqued. My 
Lord Etheridge shall find me a more formidable rival 
than he imagines. By the way, how long has the 
noble peer been in England ? 

Love. His motions are unknown to me. — [Aside .' | 
I don’t like that question. — His lordship is in France, 
is not he? 

Sir Bril. No; he is certainly returned. The match 
is to be concluded privately. — He visits her incog. 

Lo ve. [Forcing a laugh.'] Oh ! no ; that can’t 
be ; my Lord Etheridge loves parade. I cannot help 
laughing. The jealousy of you lovers is for ever con- 
juring up phantoms to torment yourselves. My dear 
Sir Brilliant, wait for realities; there are enough in 
life, and you may teach your fancy to be at rest, and 
give you no further trouble. 

Sir Bril. Nay, don’t let your fancy run away with 
you. What 1 tell yon, is the real truth. 

Love. Well, if it be true, and if Lord Etheridge is 
come to England to marry, do you go to France not 
to marry, and you will have the best of the bargain. 

< Enter William. 

Will. Sir Bashful Constant is in his chariot at the 
upper end of the street, and if your honour is at lei- 
sure he will wait upon you. 

Love. Have not I sent him word I should be at 
home? Let him come as soon as he will. [Eai? W T il- 
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liam.] Another instance. Sir Brilliant, to deter you 
from all thoughts of matrimony. 

Sir Bril. Po! hang him! he is no precedent for 
me. A younger brother, who lived in middling 
life, comes to a title and an estate on the death of 
a consumptive baronet; marries a woman of quality, 
and now carries the primitive ideas of his narrow edu- 
cation into high life. Don’t you remember when he 
had chambers in Fig-tree- court, and used to saunter 
and lounge away his time in Temple coffee-houses? 
The fellow is as dull as a bill in Chancery. 

Love. But he is improv’d since that time. 

Sir Bril. Impossible; don’t you see how he goes 
on? He knows nothing of the world; if his eyes 
meet yours, he blushes up to his ears, and looks sus- 
picious, as if he imagined you have a design upon 
him. 

Love. I can explain that part of his character. He 
has a mortal aversion to wit and raillery, and dreads 
nothing so much as being laughed at for being par- 
ticular. 

Sir Bril. And so, fearing to be ridiculous, he be- 
comes substantially so every moment. 

Love. Even so, and if you look at him, he shrinks 
back from your observation, casting a sly, slow, jea- 
lous eye all round him, like Miss Bumpkin in a 
country village, awkwardly endeavouring to conceal 
what the increase of her shape discovers to the whole 
parish. 

Sir Bril. And then his behaviour to his lady. 

Love. Why, as to that point, I don’t think he hates 
her. His fear of ridicule may be at the bottom. He 
has strange notions about the dignity of a husband. 
There is a secret, which he would fain tell me, arid 
yet he is shy, and he. hints, and he hesitates, and 
then he retreats back into himself, and ends just 
where he began. But with all his faults, he has fits 
of good-nature. — There; — his chariot’s at the door. 

Sir Bril. Lady Constant, you mean, has fits of good- 
nature. Have you made any progress there? 



Digitized by GoogI 



Act I. THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. _ 9 

Love. That’s well from you, v\ ho are the form- 
dabie man in that quarter. 

Sir Bril. Oh ! no $ positively, no pretence, no co- 
lour for it. 

Love. Don’t I know that you hate made advances? 

Sir Bril. Advances! I pity my Lady Coustant, 
and 

Love. Well, that’s generous — hush! I hear him 
coming. Sir Brilliant, 1 admire your amorous cha- 
rity of all things! 

Enter Sir Bashful Constant. 

Sir Bash. Mr. Lovetnore, I have taken the liberty 
—but you seem to be busy, and I intrude perhap. 

Love. Oh, hy no means : walk in. Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bash. Sir Brilliant, I am glad to see you. 

[Bows awkwardly. 

Sir Bril. You de me honour, sir. 1 hope you left 
my lady well. 

Sir Bril. [ Aside .] An absurd brute! — Lovemore, 
I’ll just step and pay a short visit to our friend over 
the way. 

Love. Why in such a hurry? 

Sir Bril. 1 shall return immediately. I’ll be with 
you before you are dressed. Sir Bashful, I kiss your 
hand. [Exit. 

Sir Bash. I am glad he is gone. I have something, 
Mr. Lovemore, that I want to advise with you about. 

. Love. Have you ? 

Sir Bash. I have had another brush with my wife. 

. Love, lam sorry for it, Sir Bashful. [ Aside .] I 

am perfectly glad of it. 

Sir Bash. Pretty warm the quarrel was. She took 
it in a high tone. Sir Bashful, says she, l w'onder 
you will disgrace yourself at this rate. You know 
my pin-money is not sufficient. The mercer and 
every body dunning me! 1 can’t go on after this 
fashion, says she, and then something about her qua- 
lity.- You know, Mr. Lovemore, [.S’/ni/wg.] she 

is a woman of high quality. 

Love. Yes, and a very fine woman, 
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Sir Bash. No, no, no ; not much of that — and yet 
— [ Looks at him and smiles.~\ Do you think her a fine 
woman ? 

Love • Undoubtedly; where do you see any body 
that outshines her? 

Sir Bash. Why to be sure — [S/wt'/ing.] one does not 
often see her eclipsed. I think she is what you may 
call a fine woman. She keeps good company. 

Love. The very best. 

Sir Bash. Yes, yes; your tiptop, none else. And 
yet to encourage her too far were dangerous. Too 
complying a husband makes but a sorry figure in the 
eyes of the world. 

Love. The world will talk. Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bash. Too fast, Mr. Lovemore. Their tongues 
will run on, and one does not like to give them a 
subject. I answered her stoutly: Madam, says I, 
a fig for your quality: I am master in my own 
house, and who do you think — [ fVinks at Love- 
more.] putting myseff in a passion, you know — 
Who do you think is to pay for your cats and your 
dogs, and your monkeys, and your squirrels, and 
your gaming ^ebts? 

Love. How could you? That was sharply said. » 

Sir Bash. Yes; I gave it her. But for all that X 
am main good-natured at the bottom. 

Love. You was not in earnest then? 

Sir Bash. No, no; that’s the point: a man must 
keep up his own dignity. I’ll tell you what I did. 

Love. Well; — you did what’s proper, I dare say. 

Sir Bash. 1 hope you’ll think so. — Don’t laugh at 

me. - Come, I will tell you. I went to her mercer 

slilv, and paid him the money. [Smiling. 

Love. Did you ? 

Sir Bash. [Looking alarmed.'] Was not it right? 

Love. It was elegant. 

Sir Bash. I am glad you approve. I took care to 
save appearances. One would not have the world 
know it. r 

Love. By no means. 
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Sir Bash . It would make them think me too 
uxorious. 

Love. So it would — [Aside.] I must encourage that 
notion. — While you live, guard against l>eing too 
uxorious. Though our wives deserve “ our fondness,” 
the world will laugh at us; — and hark ye, if our 
wives don't deserve it, they'll laugh at us the more. 

Sir Bash. 1 know it. And so, says I, Mr. Lute- 
string, there’s your money, but tell nobody that I 
paid it slily. 

Love. Why, that’s doing a genteel thing by stra- 
tagem. — Admirably contrived ! 

Sir Bash. I think it was. But I have a deeper se- 
cret for you. 

Love. Have you? 

Sir Bash. I have. — Mav I trust you ? 

Love. Now there you hurt me. 1 feel that. Sir 
Bashful. 

Sir Bash. I beg your pardon. 1 know you are my 
friend. 1 have great confidence in you. You must 
know — look ye, Mr. Lovemore — you must know— 
Enter Muslin. 

Mus. My lady desires to know if you choose a dish 
of tea this morning. 

Love. Po ! ridiculous ! — tell your mistress — go about 
your business. [Turns her out. 

Sir Bash. I see how it is. He does not care a 
cherry-stone for his wife. 

Love. Such impertinence ! Well, Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bash. He does not value her a pinch of snuff. . 

[Aside. 

Love. Well, I am all attention. 

Sir Bash. It does not signify. A foolish affair; I 
won’t trouble you. 

Love. Nay,' that’s unkind. It will be no trouble. 

Sir Bash. Well, well, I — I — Do you think Muslin' 
did not overhear us? 

Love. Not a syllable. Come, we are safe. 

Sir Bash. 1 don’t know, but — let me ask you a 
question first. Have you any regard for your lady ? 
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Love. The highest value for her v But then, you 
know, appearances : 

Sir Bash. Right! — I repose it with you. — You must 
know, Mr. Lovemore, as I told you, I am at the bot- 
tom very good-natured, and though it may be thought 
we are interrupted again. 

Enter Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Bril. Lovemore, I have paid my visit. 

Love. Pshaw! — this is unlucky You areas good 

as your word, Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Bril. Perhaps you have business ? 

Sir Bash. No, no business — [Turns'to Lovemore.] 
there’s no proceeding now— I was going, [To Sir Bril- 
liant.] Mr. Lovemore, 1 wish you a good day. 

Love. Po! Pr’ythee, you shan’t leave me yet. 

Sir Bash. I must ; I can’t stay. — [ Aside to Love- 
more.] Another time. Suppose you call at my house 
at one o’clock. 

Love. With all my heart. 

Sir Bash. Do so ; nobody shall interrupt us. Mr. 
Lovemore, 1 take mv leave. Sir Brilliant, I kiss your 
hand. You won’t forget, Mr. Lovemore? 

Love. Oh, no ; depend upon me. 

Sir Bash. A good morning. He is the only friend' 
1 have. [Exit. 

Love. Ha, ha! you broke in in the most critical 
moment. He was just going to be delivered of his 
secrets ? * 

Sir Bril. I beg your pardon. How could you let 
me ? 

Love. Nay, no matter. 1 shall worm it out of him. 

Enter Muslin. 

Mus. My lady, sir, is quite impatient. 

Love. Po! forever teasing! I’ll wait upon her pre- 
sently. [Exit Muslin. 

Sir Bril. I’ll step and chat with her while you. 
dress. May 1 take the liberty? 

Love. You know you may: no ceremony. How 
could you ask me 6uch a question ? — A-propos, Sir* 
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Brilliant, T want a word with you. Step with me 
into the study for a moment. 

Sir Bril. 1 attend you. 

Love. Poor Sir Bashful ! ha, ha ! a ridicu- 
lous unacountable What does he mean? 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE II. - 

L Another Apartment. Mrs. Lovemore at her Tea- 

Table 

Mrs. Love. This trash of tea! I don’t know why I 
drink so much of it. Heigho ! — What keeps Muslin? 
- Surely never was an unhappy woman treated with 
such cruel indifference ; nay, with such open, such 
undisguised insolence of gallantry. 

Enter Muslin. 

. Mrs. Love. Well, Muslin, have you seen his prime 
minister ? 

. Mus. Yes, ma’am, I have seen Mr. William. He 
says his master is going out, according to the old 
trade, and he does not expect to see him again till to- 
morrow morning. Mr. Lovemore is now in the 
study. Sir Brilliant Fashion is with him : I heard 
them, as I passed by the door, laughing as loud as 
two actors in a comedy. 

Mrs. Love. About some precious mischief. I’ll be 
sworn, and all at my cost. Heigho! 

Mus. Dear ma’am, why chagrin yourself about a 

vile man, that is not worth no, as 1 hope for 

mercy, not worth a single sigh ? 

Mrs. Love. What can I do. Muslin? 

Mus. Do, ma’am ! — If I was as you. I'd do for him. 
If I could not cure my grief. I’d find some comfort, 
that’s what I would. 

Mrs. Love. Comfort? alas! there is none for me. 

*. Mus. And whose fault then ? Would any body but 

you It provokes me to think of it Would any 

but you — young, handsome, with wit, graces, ta- 
lents, — would any body, with so many accomplish* 
ments, sit at home here as melancholy as a poor ser- 
vant out of place ? — -And all for what? For a hus- 

c 
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band ! And such a husband ! What do you think the 
world will say of you, ma’am? 

Mrs. Lcve. 1 cate not what they say, I am tired of 
the world, and the world may be tired of me, if it will. 
My troubles are to myself only, and I must endea- 
vour to bear them. Who knows what patience may 
do? If Mr. Lovemore has any feeling left, my con- 
duct and his own heart may one day incline him to do 
me justice. 

Mus. But, dear ma’am, that’s waiting for dead 
men’s shoes. Incline him to do you justice ! — What 
signifies expecting and expecting ! Give me a bird in 
the hand. If all the women in London, who happen 
to be in your case, were to sit down and die of the 
spleen, what would become of the public places? They 
might turn Vauxhal! to a hop-garden ; make a bretv- 
house of Ranelagh, and let both the playhouses to a : 
methodist-preacher. We should not have the racket- 
ting we have now. John, let the horses be put to- 
— John, go to my Lady Trumpabout, and invite her 

to a small party of twentv or thirty card-tables 

John, run to my Lady Catgut, and let her know I’ll 

wait upon her ladyship to the opera. John, run 

as fast as ever you can, with iny compliments to Mr. 
Varny, and tell him it will be the death of me, if I 
have not a box for the new play. Lord bless you,- 
ma’am, they rantipole it about this town, with as 
unconcerned looks, and as florid outsides, as if they 
were treated at home like so many goddesses j though 
every body knows possession has ungoddessed them 
all long ago, and their husbands care no more for 
them, no, by Jingo, no more than they care for their 
husbands. 

Mrs. Love. At what a rate you run on! 

Mus. It is enough to make a body run on. if 
every body thought Tike you, ma’am — — 

Mrs. Love. It every body loved like me! 

Mus. A brass thimble for love, if it is not returned 
by love. What the deuce is here to do? Love for 
love is something : but to love alone, where’s the good 
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of that? Shall I go and fix my heart upon a man, 
who shall despise me for that very reason? And ay, 
says he, ‘ Poor fool ! I see she adores me. The wo- 
man is well enough, only she has one inconvenient 
Circumstance about her ; I am married to her, and 
marriage is the devil.’ 

Mrs. Love. Will you hava done ? 

Mus. I have not naif done, ma’am. And when the 
vile man goes a rogueing, he smiles impudently in your 
face, * and I am going to the chocolate-house, my 
dear ; amuse yourself in the meantime, my love.’ Fye 
upon ’em! I Know ’em all. Give me a husband that 
will enlarge the cirole of my innocent pleasures : but a 
husband novv-a-days is no such thing. A husband 
now is nothing but a scare-crow, to shew you the 
fruit, but touch it if you dare. The devil’s in ’em, 
the Lord forgive me for swearing. A husband is a 
mere bugbear, a snap-dragon, a monster ; that is to 
say,, if one make him so, then he is a monster indeed; 
and if one do not make him so, then he behaves like 

a monster ; and of the two evils, by my troth But 

here, ma’am, here comes one who can tell you all 
about it. Here comes Sir Brilliant : ask his advice, 
ana’am. 

Mrs. Love. His advice ? Ask advice of the 

man who has estranged Mr. Lovemore’s affections 
from me ? 

Mus. Well, 1 protest and vow, I think Sir Brilliant 
a very pretty gentleman. He is the very pink of the 
fashion. He dresses fashionably, lives fashionably, 
wins your money fashionably, loses his own fashion- 
ably, and does every thing fashionably ; and then he 
looks so lively, and so much to say, and so never 
v. at a loss! - - -- b ut here comes. 

Enter Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Bril. Mrs. Lovemore, my dear ma’am, always 
in a vis-a-vis party with your suivanle ? — Afford me 
your pardon, if 1 say this does a little wear the ap- 
pearance of being out of humour with the world* 

c 2 



Digitized by Google 




1 



10 THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. Act I. 

Mrs. Love. Far from it. Sir Brilliant. We were 
engaged in yonr panegyric. 

Sir Bril. My panegyric ! Then am I come most 
a-propos to give the portrait a few finishing touches. 
Mr. L ovemore, as soon as he is dressed, will wait 
upon you : in the mean time 1 can help you to some 
anecdotes, which will enable you to colour your 
canvass a little higher. 

Mrs. Love. Among these anecdotes, I hope yoti 
will not omit the bright exploit of seducing Mr. 
Lovemore from all domestic happiness. 

[<SAe makes a sign to Muslin to go. 

Sir Bril. I, madam ? — Let me perish if ever 

Mrs. Love. Oh ! sir, I can make my observations. 

Sir Bril. May fortune eternally forsake me, and 
beauty frown on me, if I am conscious of any plot 
upon earth. 

Mrs. Love. Don’t assert too strongly, Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Bril. May l never throw a winning cast — 

Mrs. Love. It is in \ain to deny it, sir. 

Sir Bril. May I lose the next sweepstakes, if I 
have ever, in thought, word, or deed, been accessary 
to his infidelity. I alienate the affections of Mr. 
Lovemore ! Consider, madam, how would this tell 
in Westminister Hall ? Sir Brilliant Fashion, what say 
you, guilty of this indictment, or not guilty? Not 
guilty, poss. Thus issue is joined. You enter the 
court: Dut, my dear madam, veil those graces that 
adorn vour person; abate the fire of those charms : 
so much beauty will corrupt the judges: give me a 
fair trial. 

Mrs. Love. And thus you think to laugh it away. 

Sir Bril. Nay, hear me out. Y <>u appear in court 
you charge the whole upon me, without a syllable as 
to the how, when, and where : no proof positive ; 
the prosecution ends, and I begin my defence. 

Mrs. Love. And by playing these false colours you 
think I am to be amused ? 

Sir Bril. Nay, Mrs. Lovemore, I am now upon my 
defeiice. Only hear. — You will please to consider. 
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Gentlemen of the Jury, that Mr. Lovemore is not a 
minor, nor I his guardian. He loves gaiety, pleasure, 
and enjoyment : is it my fault? He is possessed of 
talents and a taste for pleasure, which he knows how 
to gratify: can 1 restrain him ? He knows the world, 
makes the most of life, and plucks the fruit that 
grows around him: am I to blame? This is the 
whole affair.— How say you. Gentlemen of the Jury ? 
—Not guilty. There you see how it is. I have 
cleared myself. 

Mrs. Love. Brisk, lively, and like yourself. Sir 
Brilliant ! But if you can imagine this bantering 
way — 

Sir Bril. Acquitted by my country, ma’am ; fairly 
acquitted. 

Mrs. Love. After the very edifying counsel which 
you give to Mr. Lovemore, this loose strain is not in 
the least surprising. And, sir, your late project — 

Sir Bril. My late project! 

Mrs. Love. Your late project, sir. Not content 
with leading Mr. Lovemore, into a thousand scenes 
of dissipation, you have introduced him lately to 
your mistress Bellmour. You understand me, sir. 

Sir Bril. Ma’am, he does not so much as know the 
widow Bellmour. 

Mrs. Love. Nay, Sir Brilliant, have a care : justify 
it if you can, or give it a turn of wit. There is no 
occasion to hazard yourself too far. 

Sir Bril. Falsehood I disdain, madam; and I, Sir 
Brilliant Fashion, declare that Mr. Lovemore is not 
acquainted with the widow Bellmour. And if he 
was, what then? Do you know the lady? 

Mrs. Love. 1 know, her, sir? A person of that cha- 
facter? 

Sir Bril. Oh ! — I see you don’t know her ; but 1 
will let you into her history. — Pray be seated — you 
shall know her whole history, and then judge for 
yourself. The widow Bellmour, madam — 

Love. \lVitliin.~\ William, are the horses put to? 

Sir Bril. We are interrupted. 
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Enter Lovemore. 

Love. Very well : let the carriage be brought round 
directly. — How do you do, my dear? — Sir Brilliant, I 
beg your pardon.— -My love, you don’t answer me : 
how do you do this morning ? 

[ With an air of cold civility. 

. Mrs. Love, A little indisposed in mind : but in- 
disposition of the mind is of no consequence: no- 
body pities it. , 

Love. I beg your pardon, Mrs. Lovemore. Indis- 
position of the mind — Sir Brilliant, that’s a mighty 
pretty ring on vour finger. 

Sir Bril. A bauble : will you look at it ? 

[Giver the ring; 

Mrs. Love. Though I have but few obligations to 
Sir Brilliant, I suppose I am to ascribe to him the fa- 
vour of this visit, Mr. Lovemore. 

Love. [ Looking at the ring and laughing."] Now 
there you wrong me. — Your inquiries about my health 
have been very obliging this morning, and I came to 
return the compliment before I go out. It is set 
very neatly. [ Gives back the ring. 

Mrs. Love. Are you going out, sir? 

Love. A matter of business — How I do hate busi- 
ness !> — But business, {Examining his ruffles ] — busi- 
ness must be done. — Pray is there any news ? — Any 
news, mv dear? 

Mrs. Love. It would be news to me, sir, if you 
would be kind enough to let me know whether I 
may expect the favour of your company at dinner 
to-uav. 

Love. It would be impertinent in me to answer such 
a question, for I can give no direct answ-er to it. — I 
am the slave of events; just as things happen; per- 
haps I may, perhaps not. But don’t let me be of 
any inconvenience to you. Is it material where a 
body eats ? — Have you heard what happened to me? 

[Aside to Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Bril. When and wlifrc ? 
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Love. A word in your ear — with your permission, 
ma’am ? 

Mrs. Love. That cold, contemptuous civility, Mr. 
Lovemore— — 

Love. Po ! pr’ythee now, how can vou ? — that is 
very peevish, and very ill-natured. [ Turning to Sir 
Bril.j I lost every thing I played for after you went. 
The foreigner ancl he understand one an other.— -I beg 
your pardon, Mrs. Lovemore : it was only about an 
aHair at the opera. 

Mrs Love. The opera, or any thing, is more agree* 
able than my company. 

Love. Now there again you wrong me. — [7o Sir 
Brilliant.] We dine at the St. Alban’s. — How can 
you, Mrs. Lovemore? I make it a point not to in- 
commode you. You possibly may have some pri- 
vate party ; and it would be impolite in me to obstruct 
yourschemes of pleasure. Would not it, Sir Brilliant? 

Sir Bril. Oh ! — Gothic to the last degree! 

Love. Very true 5 vulgar and mechanic! [Both stand 
laughing .] 

Mrs. Love. Go on ; make sport for yourselves, gen- 
tlemen. 

Love. Ho! hoi ho! Iam sore with laughing. — If 
you, madam, have arranged an agreeable party, for 
me to be present, it wouldlook as if we lived together 
like Sir Bashful Constant and his lady; who are al- 
ways, like two game cocks, ready armed to goad and 
spur one another. Hey! Sir Brilliant? 

Sir Bril. Oh ! the very thing : or like Sir Theodore 
Traffic at Turnbridge taking his wife under the arm 
in the public rooms, and * come along home, I tell 
you'. 

Love. Exactly so. [Both continue laughing .] Odds 
my life; I shall be beyond mv time. [Looks at his 
watch.'] Any commands into the city, my dear? 

Mrs. Love. Commands ! — no, sir, I have no com- 
mands. 

Lo_ve. 1 have an appointment at my banker’s ; Sir 
Brilliant, you know old Discdtmt? 
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Sir Bril. He that was in parliament, and had the 
large contract ? 

Love. The same: Entire Butt, I think, was the 
name of his borough. Can I set you down ? 

Sir Bril. No; my carriage waits. 1 shall rattle 
half the town over presently. 

Love. As you will. Sir Brilliant will entertain you, 
ma’am. Au revoir, my love.— Sir Brilliant, yours. — 
Who waits there ? [ Exit singing. 

Sir Bril. Bon voyage. — You see, madam, that I 
don’t deprive you of his company. 

Mrs. Love. Your influence is now unnecessary. It 
is grown habitual to him: he will drive to your Mrs. 
Bellmour, I suppose. 

Sir Bril. A-propos; that brings ns back to the lit- 
tle history I was going to give you of that lady. What 
is your charge against her? That she is amiable? 
Granted. Young, gay, rich, handsome, with en- 
chanting talents, it is no wonder all the pretty fellows 
are on their knees to her. Her manner so entertain- 
ing ! that quickness of transition from one thing to 
another ! that round of variety ; and every new atti- 
tude does so become her; and she has such a feeling 
heart, and with an air of giddiness so nice a con- 
duct! 

Mrs. Love. Mighty well, sir; she is a very vestal. 
Finish your portrait. A vestal from your school of 
painting must be a curiosity. — But how comes it, sir, 
if she is this wonder, that your honourable proposals 
are at an end there? 

Sir Bril. Compulsion, ma’am : it is not voluntary. 
My Lord Etheridge is the happy man. 1 thought ne 
was out of the kingdom ; but nis lordship is with he* 
every evening. 1 can scarce gain admittance ; and so 
all that remains for me, is to do justice to the lady, 
and console myself in the best way I can for the in? 
sufficiency of my pretensions. 

Mrs. Love. Am I to believe all this? 

Sir Bril. May the first woman I pay my addresses 
Xo, strike me to the centre with a supercilious eye- 
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brow, if every syllable is not minutely true. — So that 
you see I am not the cause of your inquietude. — 
lliere is not in the world a person, who more earnestly 
aspires to prove the tender esteem he bears you. — 1 
have long panted for an opportunity — by all that’s soft 

she listens tome! [Aside.'] 1 have long panted 

ma’am, fora tender moment like this — 

Mrs. Love. [ Looks gravely at him.] Sir! 

Sir Bril. I have panted with all the ardour, which 
charms like yours must kindle in every heart! — 

Mrs. Love. [Walks ateay.] This liberty, sir— 

Sir Bril. Consider, madam : we have both cause 
of discontent; both disappointed; both crossed in 
love; and the least we can do is both to join, arid 
sweeten each other’s cares. 

Mrs. Love. And your friend, sir, who has just left 
you — 

Sir Bril. He, madam, for a long time — I have seen 
it, with vexation seen it, — yes, he has long been false 
to honour, love, and you. 

Mrs. Lo vc. Sir Brilliant, I have done. You take 
my wrongs too much to heart, sir. [ Rings a hell. 

“ Sir Bril. Those eyes that tell us what the sun is 
** made of, those hills of driven snow.” 

Mrs. Love. Will nobody answer there? 

Enter Muslin. 

Sir Bril. Madam, I desist: when you are in better 
humour, recollect what I have said. Your adorer 
takes his leave. Sir Brilliant, mind your hits, and her 
strait-laced virtue will surrender at last. Madam — 

[Bows respectfully ; Exit. 

Mus. As I live and breathe, ma’am, if 1 was you, 
I would not fluster myself about it. 

Mrs Love. About what? 

Mus. What signifies mincing the matter? I heard 
it all. 

Mrs Love. Y ou did ? did you ? [Looks angrily. 

Mus. Ma’am. 

Mrs. Love. Impertinence! [Walks about.] Oh! 
Mr. Lovemore! — To make his character public, and 
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render him the topic of every tea-table throughout 
this town. I must avoid that. 

Mus. What the deuce is here to do ? — An unman- 
nerly thing, for to go for to hufl' me in this manner ! 

[Aside. 

Mrs. Love. That would only widen the breach, and 
instead of neglect, might call forth resentment, and 
settle at last into a fixed aversion: lawyers, parting, 
and separate maintenance! — What must be done? 

Mus. What is she thinking of now? — A sulky 
thing not to be more familiar with such a friend as 1 
am. — Did you speak to me, ma’am ? 

Mrs. Love. It may succeed ; suppose I try it. 
Muslin-. 

Mus. Ma’am. [ Running to her. 

Mrs. Love. You heard Sir Brilliant say that Mr. 
Lovemore is not acquainted with the widow? 

Mus. Lard, ma’am, he’s as full of tricks as a 
French milliner. I know he does visit there: 1 know 
it from William. I’ll be hanged in my own garters, 
if he does not. 

Mrs. Love. I know not what to do. Let my chair 
be cot ready. 

Mus . Y our chair, ma’am ! — are you a going out? 

Mrs. Love. Let me hear no more questions : do as 
I order you. [Exit. 

• Mus. Which way is the wind now? No -matter ; 
she does not know what she’d be at. If she would 
hut take my advice, — go abroad, visit every where, see 
the world, throw open her doors, give balls, assem- 
blies, concerts; sing, dance, dress, spend all her mo- 
ney, run in debt, ruin her husband; there would he 
some sense in that : the man would stay at home then 
to quarrel with her. She would have enough of his 
company. But no; mope, mope, forever; hcigho l 
tease, tease; Muslin, step to William; where’s hia 
master? When did he come home? How long hns 

he been up? A fine life truly. 1 love to be in the 

fashion, for mv part. Bless me, 1 had like to have 
forgot, Mrs- Marmalet comes to my rout to-night, 
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She might as well stay awa\ : she is nothing but mere 
lumber. The formal thing won't play higher than 
shilling whist. How the devil does she. think I can 
make a shilling party for her? There U no such a 
thing now-a-days : nobody plays shilling whist now, 
unless 1 was to invite the trades-people : but I shan’t 
let myself down for Madam Marmalet, that 1 promise 
her. [Exit. 



ACT II. SCENE 1. 

An Apartment at Sir Bashful Constant’*. Enter 
Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bashful. Did not I hear a rap at the door? 
Yes, yes, 1 did; lam right. The carriage is just 
now driving awav. Who answers there? Sideboard; 
step hither. Sideboard. I must know who it is : mv 
wife keeps the best company in England. Hold, 1 
must be wary. Servants love to pry into their mas- 
ter’s secret. 

Enter Sideboard. 

Sir Bash. Whose carriage was that at the door? 

Side. The Duchess of Hurricane, your honour. 

Sir Bash. The Duchess of Hurricane? [Walks 
aside, and smiles . j A woman of great rank ! — wliat did 
she want? 

Side. She has left this card for my lady. 

Sir Bash. A card? Let me see it. [Reads.] The 
Duchess of Hurricane presents compliments to Lady 
Constant. She has left the hounds and the foxes, and 
the brutes that gallop after them, to their own dear so- 
ciety for the rest of the winter, i Her Grace keeps 
Wednesdays at Hurricane House for the rest of the 
winter . — Make me thankful, here’s a card from a 
Duchess? — what have you there? 

Side. A parcel of cards, that have been left here 
this morning. 

Sir Bash. All these in one morning? [Looks at 
them.] Why I may as well keep an inn; may as well 
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keep the Coach and Horses in Piccadilly. [ Reads 
fast.] Lady Riot — Mrs. Allnight — The Duchess of 
Carmine — look ye there, another duchess ! Lady Bas- 
set — Lord Pleurisie — the Countess of Ratifie — Sir 
Richard Lungs — Lord Laudanum — Sir Charles Va- 
lerian — Lady Hectick — Lady Mary Grabble — I can’t 
bear all this. Sideboard [Aside, and smiling.'] I can’t 
bear the pleasure of it: all people of tip-top condi- 
tion to visit my wife? 

Enter Furnish. 

Sir Bash. What’s the matter, Furnish ? 

Fur. The matter, sir? — Nothing’s the matter. 

Sir Bash. What are you about? — Where are you 
going! What have vou to do now? 

Fur. Only to tell the chairmen they must take 
Black George with his flambeau with them this 
evening, ana carry the chair to pay visits for my 
lady. 

Sir Bash. An empty chair to pay visits! — what po- 
lite ways people of fashion have got of being intimate 
with each other — [ Aside .] Absurd as it is, I am 

f lad to see my wife keep pace with the best of them. 

laugh at it, and yet 1 like it. — Wounds! I shall 
be found out by my servants. I tell you Sideboard, 
and you, Mrs. Busy Body, that your mistress leads a 
life of noise and hurry, and cards and dice, and vanity 
and nonsense, and I am resolved to bear it no longer. 
Don’t I hear her coming? 

Fur. Mv lady is coming, sir. 

Sir Bash. [Aside and smiling.] She looks charm- 
ingly. — Now I’ll tell her roundly a piece of my mind. 
You shall see who commands in this house. 

• Enter Lady Constant. 

Sir Bush. [Steals a look.] I could almost give up 
the point when i look at her. — So, madam, I have 
had my house full ofduns again to day. 

Lady Cons. Obliging creatures, to call so often. 
What did they want? 

Sir Bash. What! — what should they want but 
money? 
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: Lady Cons. And you paid them I suppose? 

Sir Bash. You suppose! — 'Sdeath, madam, what 
do vou take me for ? 

Lady Cons. I took vou for a husband : my brother 
proscribed you. But his prescription has done me no 
good . 

Sir Bash. Nor me either: 1 have had a bitter pill 
of it. 

Lady Cons. But the pill was gilded for you. My 
tortune, 1 take it, has paid oft the old family mort- 
gage on your estate. 

Sir Bash. And at the rate you go on a new mort- 
gage will swallow up my estate. 1 see you are an 
ungrateful woman. 

Lady Cons. That is, as you keep the account. 

Sir Bash. And my accounts will shew it. Day 
after day nothing but extravagance to gratify your va- 
nity. Did not -I go into parliament to please you? 
Did not 1 go down to the Borough of Smoke-and- 
Sot, and get drunk there for a whole month together? 
Did not 1 get mobbed -at the George and Vulture? 
and pelted and horsewhipped the day before the elec- 
tion ? And was not I obliged to steal put of the town 
in a rabbit-cart? And all this to be somebody, as you 
call it? Did not 1 stand up in the House to make a 
speech to shew what an orator you had married? 
And <1 id not I expose myself? Did I know whether 
1 stood upon mv head or my heels for half an hour 
together? And did not a gieat man from the Trea- 
surv-bcnch tell me never to speak again? 

Lady Cons. Ami why not take his advice? 

Sir Bash. What in the name of common sense had 
I to do in parliament? My country! what’s my coun- 
try to me? The debts of the nation, and your gaming 
debts arc nothing to me. 1 must help to pay both, 
must 1 ? I can vote against taxes, and 1 can advertise 
in the Gazette to secure me from your extravagance. 
I have not lived in the Temple for nothing. 

Fur. He slept there, and calls it studying the. 
law, 

P 
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Sir Bash. Hold you your tongue, Mrs. Pert ; leave 
the room. Go both about your business. 

[Exeunt Furnish and Sideboard. 
[Aside."] I have kept u up before my servants. [ Looks 
at Lady Constant.] She is a fine woman after all. 

Lady Cons. Is there never to be an end of this 
usage, sir? Am I to be for ever made unhappy by 
your humours. 

Sir Bash. Humours ! good sense and sound judg- 
ment, in the fine lady’9 dictionary, are to be called 
humours ? 

Lady Cons. And your humours are now grown in- 
supportable. 

Sir Bash. Your profusion is insupportable. At the 
rate'you go on, how am I to find money for my next 
election? — If you would but talk this matter over 
coolly — She talks like an angel, and I wish I could 
say [ Aside.] the same of myself. — Whatwill the world 
think ? — Only command your temper — what will they 
think, if I am seen to encourage vour way of life ? 

Lady Cons. Amuse yourself that way sir. — Avoid 
one error and run into the opposite extreme. 

Sir Bash. [Aside.] There; a translation from Ho- 
race! Dum vitant stulli vitia — She is a notable wo- 



man. 

Lady Cons. Let me tell you, there is not in life a 
more ridiculous sight than the person who guards 
with imaginary wisdom, against one giant vice, and 
leaves himself'open to a million ol absurdities. • 

Sir Bash. [Aside.] I am nothing to her in argument 
— she has a tongue that can reason me out of my 
senses. — I could almost find it in my heart to tell her 
the whole truth. — You know, my Lady Constant, 
that w T hen you want any thing in reason— 

Lady Cons. Is it unreasonable to live with decency? 
Is it unreasonable to keep the company my rank and 
education have entitled me to? Is it unreasonable to 
conform to the modes of life, when your fortune can 
so well afford it? 

Sir Bash. [Aside.] She is a, very reasonable woman. 
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and I wish I had but half her sense. — You know 1 am 
good-natured in the main, and if a sum of money 
within a moderate compass — If a brace of hundreds 
— [Aside] whv should not I make it three? — I know 
that you have contracted habits of life, and [In a 
softened tone.] habit, I know, is not easily conquered: 
and if three [Smiling.] hundred pounds will prevent 
disputes, why [Smiling.] as to the matter of three 

hundred pounds 

Enter Furnish, with a Band-lox. 

Fur. Your ladyship’s things from the milliner’s. 

Sir Bash. Death and fury! this woman has over- 
heard me. Three hundred pounds, madam ! [In a 
violent passion.] let me tell you that three hundred 

S ounds — what right have you to shovel away three 
undred pounds? 

Lady Cons. Why does the man fly out into such a 
passion ? 

Sir Bash. I will allow no such doings in my house. 
Don’t I often come when my hall is besieger! with a 
parcel of powder monkey servants? And did not I 
the other day, before I could get into my own doors, 
entangle myself among the chairmen’s poles, and was 
not I confined there like a man in the stocks? 

Lady Cons. Why would you be so aukward? 

Sir Basil. An eternal scene of routs and drums. 
Have not I seen you put the fee simple of a score of 
my best acres upon a single card? And have not 1 
muttered to myself, ‘ if that woman was as much in 
* love with me as she is with Pam, what an excellent 
* wife she would make ?’ 

Lady Cons. Pam is very obliging: why won’t you 
strive to be as agreeable ? 

Sir Bash. ’Sdeath, madam, you arc so fond of play, 
that I should not wonder to see my next child marked 
on the forehead with a pair royal of aces. 

Fur. I am sure vou deserve to be marked on the 
forehead with a pair of — 

Sir Bash. Malapert hussy ! do you meddle ? Be- 
gone this moment. [Exit Furnish, 

D 2 
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Lady Cons. Fy upon it, Sir Bashful ? I am tired ot 
blushing for you. 

Sir Bash. I am afraid 1 have gone too far: she is 
ashamed of me. [Aside. 

Lady Cons. You agreed to a separation the other 
day, and there remains nothing but to execute arti- 
cles, and make an end of all this disquiet. 

Si?' Bash. A separate maintenance will go but a 
little way to answer the bawling of milliners, mer- 
cers, jewellers, and gaming debts. 

Lady Cons. It will purchase content, and nothing 
can obtain that under your roof. 

Sir Bash. [Aside. J 1 have shot my bolt too far — I 
fancy, my Ladv Constant, that you don’t kriow me. 
We might explain matters, and — ’sdeath [Aside."] I 
am going to blab — I say, madam, if you understood 
me rightly — as to the authority of a husband, I might 
perhaps, be brought to give it up, in part at least j 
and if nobody was the wiser, I might connive — Po ! 
confusion ! interrupted again by that — 

Enter Furnish. 

Fur. A servant from Mrs. Lovemore, madam, to 
know — 

Sir Bash. The authority of a husband I never will 
give up. 

Lady Cons. A storm, a whirlwind is fitter to con- 
verse with. 

Sir Bash. 1 will storm like a whirlwind in my own 
house. 1 have done, madam ; you are an ungovern- 
able woman — [Aside, and smiling .] She is a charming 
woman, and itnobody saw it, I would let her govern 
me with all mv heart. 

Lady Cons. Did any body ever see such behaviour? 

Fur. Never: and how your ladyship bears it, I 
can’t tell. 

Lady Cons. That it should be my fate to be mar- 
ried to such a quicksand ! What does Mrs. Love- 
more say ? 

Fur. If your ladyship will be at home, she intends 
to do herself the pleasure of waiting upon you. 
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Lady Cons. Very well ; I shall be at home. Upon 
recollection, I want to see her. Let the servant wait: 
I’ll write an answer. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Another Apartment. Enter Sir Bashful and Love- 

more. 

Sir Bask. Walk in, Mr. Lovemore, walk in. Iam 
heartily glad to see you. This is kind. 

Love. I am ready, you see, to attend the call of 
friendship. 

Sir Bash. Mr. Lovemore, you are a friend indeed. 

Love. You do me honour, Sir Bashful. And your 
lady, how does she do ? 

Sir Bash. Perfectly well : in great spirits. [Smiling 
at Lovemore.] 1 never saw her look better : but we 
have had t’other skirmish since 1 saw you. 

Love. Another ? 

Sir Bash. Ay, another ; and I did not bate her an 
ace. She is a rare one to argue. She is fit to discuss 
a point with any man. Nobody like her. Wit at 
wti). I thought I managed the dispute, and that I 
should soon have had her at what you call a non-plus. 
But no, no; no such a thing; she can give you a sharp 
turn in a moment. 

Love. Ay ! 

Sir Bash. Give her her due, I am nothing to her. 
J thought 1 had her fast, but she went round me quick 
as lightning; and would you believe it? [Looks highly 
pleased.~\ She did not leave me a word to say. 

Love. Well! that was hard upon you. 

Sir Bash. No, not hard at all. Those little victories 
1 don’t mind. You know I told you I had something 
for your private ear. Have you observed nothing odd 
and singular in me ? 

Love. Not in the least. In the whole circle of my 
acquaintance I know nobody so little tinged with od- 
dity. 

Sir Bash. What have you seen nothing i [Laughs. ] 
Have you remarked nothing particular in regard to 
my wife ? 

D 3 
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Love. Why, you don’t live happy with her: but 
that is not a singular case. 

Sir Bash. But I tell you — this must be in confidence 
• — I am, at the bottom, a very oddfellow. 

Love. You do yourself injustice, Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bash. No, not in the least. It is too true — I 
am in the main a very odd fellow; I am indeed ; as 
odd a fish as lives ; and you must have seen it be- 
fore now. 

Love. I see it ! — I am not apt to spy defects in my 
friends. What can this be! You are not jealous, I 
hope? 

Sir Bash. You have not hit the right nail on the 
head. No, not jealous. Do her justice, I am safe as 
to that point. My lady has high notions of honour. 
No, it is not that. 

Love. Not a ray of light to guide me: explain. Sir 
Bashful. 

Sir Bash. [ Smiling at him.'] You could never have 
imagined it. But first let me shut this door. 

Love. What whim has got possession of him now ? 

Sir Bash. Mr. Loveinore, I have great dependance 
upon you. 1 am going to make a discovery — I blush 
at the very thought of it. [7 1 «r«s away. 

Love. Be a man, Sir Bashful ; out with it at once ; 
let me advise you. 

Sir Bush. The very thing I want. The affair is — 
but then if he should betray me! — Mr. Lovemore, I 
doubt you, and yet esteem you. Some men there are, 
who, when a confidence is reposed in them, take oc- 
casion from thence to hold a hank over their friend, 
and tyrannize him all the rest of his days. 

Love. O fy! this is ungenerous. True friendship 
is of another quality : it feels from sympathy; honour 
is the active principle ; and. the strictest secrecy is an 
inviolable rule. 

Sir Bash. Mr. Lovemore, I have no further doubt 
— stay ; did not you hear a noise ? Don’t 1 see a sha- 
dow moving under the bottom o£ that door? [Goes 
to the door.] 
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Love. What has got into his head? 

Sir Bash. [Looking out. 1 Servants have a way of 
listening. : 

Love. Hank jealousy ! he has it through the very 
brain ! 

Sir Bash. No, no ; all’s safe. Mr. Lovemore, I will 
make you the depositary, the faithful depositary of a 
secret: let it pass from the bottom of my heart to the 
inmost recess of yours : there let it rest concealed 

from every prying eye. My inclination — There — 

I see a laugh already forming m every feature of your 
face. 

Love. Then my face is no true index of the mind. 
Were you to know the agitations in which you keep 
me by this suspense — 

Sir Bash. I believe it. To make an end at once, my 
inclinations are totally changed — no, not changed, but 
they are not what they seemed to be. Love is the pas- 
sion that possesses me — I am in love, and — [ Turns 
from him .] and I am ashamed of myself. 

Love. Ashamed ! love is a noble passion : but don’t 
* let me hear any more about it. Lady Constant will 
discover all, and then the blame will fall on me. If 
your heart revolts from her, don’t let me be thought 
in league with you. You need not involve me in a 
quarrel with her ladyship. 

Sir Bash. You don’t take me right. You are wide, 
quite wide of the mark. Hear me out. 

Love. No, no more. You must excuse me. 

Sir Bash. You shall hear me. The object of my 
passion, this charming woman, whom I dote on to 
distraction- 

Love. Your pardon; I won’t hear it — [Walks away 
from him. ] When her ladyship hears of his gallantry, 
the devil is in the dice, if the spirit of revenge does 
not mould her to my purposes. 

Sir Bash. [Following Lovemore.] I say, Mr. Love- 
more, this adorable creature 

Love. Keep your secret. Sir Bashfifb [Avoiding 
him.'] 
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Sir Bash. [Following Aim.] Who looks so lovely in 
my eyes 

Love. Well ; I don’t desire to know her. 

Sir Bask. You do know her. [ Following Aim.] This 
idol of my heart is my own wile. 

Love. [Stores at Aim.] Your own wife ! 

Sir Bash. Yes, my own wife. [Looks silly, and turns 
away.] ’Tis ail over with me: I am undone. 

Love. This is the most unexpected discovery. 

Sir Bash. Look ye there, now ; he laughs at me al- 
ready, 

Love. [Aside."] His wife must not know this. The 
grass is cut under mv feet if ever she hears a word 
of it. ' ' 

Sir Bash. [Aside.] He is struck with amazement, 
and does not say a word to me. 

Love. [Aside.] I must not encourage him.— —And 
can this be possible, Sir Bashful ? In love with your 
own wife ? 

Sir Bash. Spare my confusion. I have made myself 
very ridiculous. [Looks at him, and turns away.] I 
know I have. 

Love. Ridiculous ! Far from it. Can it be wrong to 
love a valuable woman? Not to feel the impressions 
of beauty and of merit were downright insensibility ; 
but then we should always admire with discretion. 
The folly of us married men consists in letting our 
wives perceive the vehemence with which we love ; 
and the consequence is, we are enslaved for the rest 
of our lives.— I could trust you with a secret, which, 
perhaps, would keep you in countenance. Could you 
Imagine it ? I love my wife. 

Sir Bash. How? 

Love. I am in love with my wife. 

Sir Bash. Oh! no, no; — hey! [Looking highly 
pleased.] you make me laugh. You don’t love her, 
do vou? 

Love. Passionately, tenderly ; with all the ardour 
of affection. 

Sir Bash. Give me your lund. Ha! ha!— I did 
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not expect this. This is some relief. Ha ! had— you 
have made me happy. And have you led the life you 
have done all this time, on purpose to conceal your 
regard from her? 

Love. For that very purpose. I esteem her I love 
her ; but l would not have her know it. 

Sir Bash. No! 

Love. Upon no consideration; nor would I have 
the world know it. 

Sir Bash. Perfectly right. 

Love. To be sure. Tell your wife that you esteem 
her good qualities, and admire her person, she cries 
victoria, falls to plundering, and then you must either 
break her chain, or wear it in the face of the world, 
a laughing-stock for all your acquaintance. 

Sir Bash. That is what I have always been afraid 
of. 

Love. Not without reason. The world delights in 
ridicule. Do you know, if our secrets were to transpire, 
that we should have nothing but wit, and raillery, and 
fleers, and taunts flying about our ears? 

Sir Bash. But I have taken good care. I have quar- 
relled with my lady ten times a day on purpose to 
cloak the affair, and prevent all suspicion. 

Love. Admirable! I commend vour prudence. Be- 
sides, my Lady Constant, you know, has some youth- 
ful vigour about her ; a graceful person, and an eye 
that inflames desire; and desire at your time of life, 
you know 

Sir Bash. Pol it is not for that; that is nothing. I 
wear admirably well, Mr. Lovemore. 

Love. Do you? 

Sir Bash. As young as ever: but I don’t let her 
know it. 

Love. Well! if you are discreet in that point, you 
are a very Machiavel ! 

Sir Bash. Yes, yes, I fight cunning. [Laughs. 

Love. Let nothing betray you. Be upon your 
guard: that is my own plan exactly. You want no 
•' advice from ine. 
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-Sir Bash. Pardon me : you can assist me. — My dear 
brother sufferer, give me your hand. We can in a sly 
wav be of great use to each other. 

Love. As how ? 

Sir Bash. I’ll tell you. There are some things 
which you know our wives expect to be done. 

Love. So there are. - [Aside."] What thedevil is 

he at now ? 

Sir Bash. Now if you will assist me 

Love. You may depend upon my assistance. 

Sir Bash. Thus it is: my wife you know, keeps a 

f ower of company, and makes a great figure there. 

could shew her in any company in England : 1 wish 
she could say the same of me. 

Love. Wny truly I wish she could. 

Sir Bask. But that’s out of the auestion. — Now, if 
vou will come into mv scheme — It must be a deep 
secret — How? Is that Sir Brilliant’s voice? 

Enter Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Bril. Sir Bashful, you see what attraction you 
have. Lovemore, I did not expect to see you here. 
Love. Nor did 1 expect von, Sir Brilliant. [Aside. 
Sir Bash. Confusion! — This unseasonable visit — 

[Aside. 

Sir Bril. And your lady, is she at home. Sir Bash- 
ful? 

Sir Bash. Her own people keep that account, sir, 
I know nothing of her. 

Sir Bril. Nay, never talk slightingly of a ladv who 
possesses so many elegant accomplishments. She has 
spirit, sense, wit, and beauty. 

Sir Bash. Spirit, sense, wit, and beauty! she has 
them all sure enough.— Sir, I am no sworn appraiser, 
to take an inventory of her effects— [Aside.] Hey, 
Lovemore. [Looks at him , and latighsi 

Love. [To Sir Bashful.] Vastly well. 

Sir Bril. Is her ladyship visible this morning? 

Sir Bash. Whether she is visible, or not, is no bu- 
siness of mine, but I know she is unintelligible this 

ms 
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morning, and incomprehensible this morning. Sh£ 
has the vapours; but your conversation, 1 suppose, 
will brighten her up for the rest of the day. 

Sir Bril. Why, as it happens, I have the rarest 
piece of news to comunicate to her. Lovemore, 
you know Sir Amorous la Fool ? 

Love. He that was Sheriff the other day? Came up 
with an address, and got himself knighted ? 

Sir Bril. The same. He declared he would live 
with his friends upon the same familiar footing as be- 
fore, and his new dignities should make no alteration. 

Sir Bash. I have seen the knight. What of him? 

Sir Bril. Poor devil. He is in such a scrape! 

Sir Bash. What’s the matter? Bubbled at play, I 
suppose. 

Sir Bril. Worse, much worse. 

Love. He has been blackballed at one of the clubs? 

Sir Bash. Or run through the body in a duel ? 

Sir Bril. Why that’s a scrape indeed ; but it is not 
that. 

Sir Bash. What then ? 

Sir Bril. So unfortunate a discovery ; he has fallen 
in love — I cannot help laughing at him. 

Love. Po ! fallen in love with some coquette, who 
plays off her airs, and makes a jest of him. 

Sir Bash. A young actress, inay be, or an opera 
singer ? 

Sir Bril. No, you will never guess. Sir Bashful, 
— like a silly devils he is fallen in love with his own 
wife. 

Sir Bash. Fallen in love with his own wife ? 

f Stares at him. 
quarrels ; hi^ 

jealousy is at an end, and he is to be upon his good 
behaviour for the rest of his life. — Could you expect 
this, Lovemore? 

Love. No, sir; neither I, nor my friend. Sir Bash- 
ful, expected this. 

Sir Bash. It is a stioke of surprise to me. 

[Looking uneasy. 
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Sir Bril. I heard it at my Lady Betty Scandal’s, 
and we had such a laugh : the whole company were 
in astonishment ; whist stood still, quadrille laid down 
the cards, and brag was in suspense. Poor Sir Amo- 
rous ! it is verv ridiculous, is not it. Sir Bashful ? 

Sir Bash. Very ridiculous indeed. — [Aside.] My 
own case exactly, and my friend Lovemore’s too. 

Sir Bril. The man is lost, undone, ruined, dead 
and buried. 

Love. [Laughing."] He will never be able to shew 
his face after this discovery. 

Sir Bril. Oh, never; ’tis all over with him. Sir 
Bashful, this does no‘ divert you ; you don’t en- 
joy it. • 

Sir Bash. W ho 1? — I — I — nothing can be more 
pleasant, and — 1 — laugh as heartily as I possibly can. 

[ Forcing a laugh. 

Sir Bril. Lovemore, you remember Sir Amorous 
used to strut, and talk big, and truly he did not care 
a pinch of snuff for his wife, not he ! pretended to be 
as much at ease as Sir Bashful about his lady, and as 
much his own master as, you yourself, or any man of 
pleasure about town. 

Love. I remember him : but as to Sir Bashful and 
myself, we know the world ; we understand life. 

Sir Bash. So we do.; the world will never have 
such a story of us. Will they, Lovemore ? 

Love. Oh ! we are free : we are out of the scrape. 

Sir Bril. Sir Amorous la Fool will be a proverb. 
Adieu for him the side-box whisper, theipft assigna- 
tion, and all the joys of freedom. He is retired with 
his Penelope to love one another in the country ; and 
next winter they will come to town to hate one an^ 
other. 

Sir Bash. Do you think it will end so? 

Sir Bril. No doubt of it. That is always the de- 
nouement of modern matrimony. Bat I have not told, 
von the worst of his case. Our friend. Sir Charles 
Wildfire, you know, was writing a comedy, and 
what do- you think he has done ? He has drawn the 
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character of Sir Amorous, and made him the hero of 
the plav. _ ■ 

Sir Bash. What, put him into a comedy? 

Sir Bril. Even so: it is called ‘Tire Amorous Hus- 
. baud ; or. The Man in Love with his own Wife.’ 
Oh ! oh ! oh ! oh ! 

Love. We must send in time for places. 

[ Laughs with Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Bash. Lovetnore carries it with an air. [ Aside. 

Sir Bril. Yes, we must secure places. Sir Hash-* 
ful, you shall he of the party. 

Sir Bash. The party will he very agreeable. I shall 
enjoy the joke prodigiously. Ha I ha ! [ Forces a luu^h. 

Love. Yes, Sir Bashful, we shall relish the humour. 

[Looks at him and laughs. 

Sir Bril. The play will have a run : the people of 
fashion will crowd after such a character. — 1 must 
drive to a million of places and pul it about ; but 
first, with your leave. Sir Bashful, I will take the 
liberty to give a hint of the affair to your lady. It 
will appear so ridiculous to her. ' 

Sir Bash. Do you think it will ? 

Sir Bril. Without doubt : she has never met with 
, j anv thing like it : has she, Lovemore ? 

Love. I fancy not : Sir Bashful, you take care of 
that. 

Sir Bash. Yes, yes ; I shall never he the town- 
talk. — Hey, Lovemore ! 

Sir Bril. Well, I’ll step and pay my respects to mv 
Lady Constant. Boor Sir Amorous ! he will have his 
horns added to his coat of arms in a little time. Ha 1 
ha? [Exit. 

Sir Bash. There, you see how it is. 1 shall get 
lampooned, be-rhvined, and niched into a comedy. 

Love. Po ! never be frightened at this. Nobody 
knows of your weakness but myself, and 1 can’t be- 
tray your secret for my own sake. 

Sir Bash, Very true. 

Love. This discovery shews the necessity of con- 
cealing our loves. We must act with caution. Give 

E 
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my lady ho reason to suspect that you have the least 
regard for her. 

Sir Bash. Not for the world. 

Love. Keep to that. 

Sir Bash. I have done her a thousand kindnesses, 
but all by stealth ; all in a sly way. 

Love. Have you? 

Sir Bash. Oh! a multitude. I’ll tell you. She has 
been plaguing me a long time for an addition to her 
■ jewels. She wants a diamond cross, and a better pair 
of diamond buckles. Madam, says I, l will have no 
such trumpery; but then goes I and bespeaks them 
of the first jeweller in town. — All under the rose. 
The buckles are finished : worth five hundred ! She 
will have them this very day, without knowing from 
what quarter they come — 1 cann’t but laugh at the 
contrivance— the man that brings them will runaway 
directly, without saying a word. [ Laughs heartily. 

J.ove. Sly, sly.— You know what you are about. 

Sir Bash. Ay, let me alone — [ Laughs with Love- 
more.] And then, to cover the design still more, 
when I see her wear her baubles, 1 can take occasion 
to be as jealous as bedlam. 

Love. So you can : ha! ha! — [Aside.] 1 wish he 
may never be jealous of me in good earnest. 

Sir Bash. Give me your hand. [Looks at him, and 
laughs .] 1 am safe, I think. 

Love. [Laughing with him.] Perfectly safe< 

[Aside.] if it was not for his own folly. 

Sir Bask. But I was telling you, Mr.Lovemore: 
—we can be of essential use to each other. 

Love. As how, pray ? 

Sir Bash. Why, my lady isoften in wantof money. 
It would be ridiculous in me to supply her. Now if 
you will take the money trom me, and pretend to 
lend it to her, out of friendship, you know 

Love. Nothing can be better — [Aside.] Here is a 
fellow pimping for his own horns. — I shall be glad 
to serve you. 

Sir Bush . l am for ever obliged to you — here. 
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here ; take it now — here it is in bank-notes — one, 
two, three; there is three hundred — give her that, 
and tell her you have more at her service to-morrow 
or next day, if her occasions remjire it. 

Love. My good friend, to oblige you. [Tukes the 
money. ]— ' This is the rarest adventure ! 

Sir Bash. I’ll do any thing for you in return. 

Love. I shall have occasion for your friendship — 
that is to forgive me, if you find me out. [ Aside . 

Sir Bash. Lose no time: step to her now — hold, 
hold ; Sir Brilliant is with her. 

Love. I can dismiss him. Rely upon my friend- 
ship: I will make her ladyship easy for vou. 

Sir Bash. It will be kind of you. 

Love. It shall be her own fault if 1 don’t. 

Sir Bash. A thousand thanks to you — well, is not 
this the rarest project? 

Love. It is the newest way of satisfying a man’s 

wife! 

Sir Bash. Ay ! let this head of mine alone. 

Love, reside.] Not if I can help it. Hush! — I 
hear Sir Brilliant ; he is coming down stairs. I’ll lake 
this opportunity, and step to her ladyship now. 

Sir Bash. Do so, do so. 

Love. 1 am gone. — [_As'ute.~\ Who can blame me 
now if I cuckold this fellow? [Exit. 

SirBash. Prosper you, prosper you, Mr. Love- 
more. Make me thankful : he is a true friend. I 
don’t know what I should do without him. 

Enter Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Bril. Sir Bashful, how have you managed this? 

Sir Bash. I have no art, no management. What’s 
the matter? 

Sir Bril. I don’t know what you have done, but 
vour lady laughs till she is ready to expire at what I 
have been telling her. 

Sir Bash. And she thinks Sir Amorous la Fool an 
object of ridicule? 

Sir Bril. She does not give credit to a single syL 
K 2 
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lable of the story. A man that, loves his wife would 
be a Phoenix indeed ! Such a thing might exist for- 
merly, but in this polished age is no where to be 
found. That’s her opinion of the matter. 

Sir Bash. \Lq.ughs.~\ A whimsical notion of hers ! 
and so she thinks you may go about with a lanthorn 
to find a man that sets any value upon his wife? 

Sir Bril. You have managed to convince her of it. 
How the devd do you contrive to govern so fine a 
woman ? I know several, without her pretensions, 
who have long ago thrown oti all restraint. You 
keep up your dignity. 

Sit Bash. Yes, 1 know what I am about. 

Sir Brit. You! — you are quite in the fashion.— 
A-propos; 1 fancy I shall want you to afford me your 
assistance. You know my Lady Charlotte Mode- 
love? She has a taste for the theatre : at Bell-Grove 
Place she has an elegant stage, where her select 
friends amuse themseves now and then with a re- 
presentation of certain comic pieces. We shall there 
act the ne w comedy, but we apprehend some difficulty 
in the arrangement of the several characters. Now 
you shall act Sir Amorous, and 

Sir Bash. I act, sir ! — X know nothing of the cha- 
racter. 

Sir Bril. Po! say nothing of that. In time you 
may reach the ridiculous absurdity of it, and play it 
as well as another. 

Sir Bash. Aside.'] Confusion ! he does not sus- 
pect, 1 hope — Divert yourselves, sir, as you mayj but 
cot at my expence I promise you. 

Sir Bril. Never be so abrupt. Who knows but 
Lady Constant may be the happy wife, the CaraSposa 
of the piece ; and then, you in love with her, and she 
laughing at you for it, will give a zest to the humour, 
which every body will relish in the most exquisite 
degree. 

Sir Bash. Po ! -this is too much. You are very 
pleasant, hut you won’t easily get me to play the fool. 

Sir Bril. Well, consider of it, I shall be delighted 
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to see my friend Sir Bashful tied to his wife’s apron- 
string, and with a languishing look melting away in 
admiration of her charms. Oh, ho, ho, ho ! — adieu ; 
a I'honneur ; good morning, Sir Bashful. [Exit. 

Sir Hash. I don’t know what to make of all this. 
But there is no danger. As long as nobodv knows 
it, I may venture to love my wife. There will be no 
harm, while the secret is kept close as night, con- 
cealed in tenfold darkness, from the wits and scoffers 
of the age. 

Enter I.ovemore. 

Sir Bash. Well, well ;~how? what have you 
done ? 

Love. As I could wish: she is infinitely obliged to 
me, and will never forget the civility. 

Sir Bash. A thousand thanks to you. I am not 
suspected ? 

Love. She has not a distant idea of you in this bu- 
siness. She was rather delicate at first, and hesitated, 
and thought it an indecorum to accept of money even 
from a friend. But that objection soon vanished. I 
told her, it is but too visible that she is unfortunately 
yoked with a husband, whose humour will never be 
softened down to the least compliance with her incli- 
nations. 

Sir Bash. That was well said, and had a good 
effect, I hope. 

Love. I hope so too. 

Sir Bash. It helps to carry on the plot, you know. 

Love. Admirably; it puts things in the train I wish. 

Sir Bash. And so, to cover the design, you ga\e 
me the worst of characters ? 

Love. I painted you in terrible colours. 

Sir Bash. Do so always, and she will never suspect 
me of being privy to any civility you may shew her.’ 

Love. I would not have you know any thing of my 
civility to her for the world. [Aside.~\ — 1 have suc- 
ceeded thus far. 1 talked a few musty sentences, 
such as the persou who receives a civility confeis the 
obligation, with more jargon to that purpose, and so 

E 3 
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with some reluctance she complied ai last, and things 
are now upon the footing I would have them. — -Death, 
and furv ! ihere comes my wife. 

Sir Bash. Av, and here comes my wife. 

Love. What the devil brings her hither ? 

, Sir Bash, [//.sit/e.] Now, now; now let me see how 
he will carrv it before Mts. Lovemore. — Walk in 

madam ! walk in, Mrs. Lovemoro. 

• \ 

Enter Airs. Lovemore, and Lady Constant, ai 
opposite doors. 

Lady Cons. Mrs. Lovemore, to see you abroad is a 
novelty indeed. 

Mrs. Love. As great, perhaps, as that of finding 
yonr ladyship at home. Mr. Lovemore, 1 did not 
expect to have the pleasure of meeting you. 

Love. Then we are both agreeably surprised. 

Sir Bash. Now mind how he behaves. [Aside, 

Mrs. Love. I thought you were gone to your city- 
bankcr. 

Love. And you find that von are mistaken. I have 
deferred it till the evening — [Aside."] ’Sdeath! to be 
teased in this manner. 

Sir Bash. [Aside.] No, no; he won’t drop the 
mask. [Looks at Lady Constant.] She has touched 
the cash; 1 can see tne bank-notes sparkling in her 
eye. 

Airs. Love. If you don’t go into the city till the 
evening, may I hope for vour company at dinner, 
M r. Ljvcmore? 

Love. The question is entertaining, but as it was 
settled this morning, I think it has lost the graces of 
novelty. 

Sir Bash. He won’t let her have the least suspicion 
ofh is regard. [Aside. 

Lady Cons. I dare say Mr. Lovemore will dine at 
home, if it conduces to your happiness, ma’am; and 
Sir Bashful, I take it, will dine at home for the con- 
trary reason. 

Sir Bash. Madam, I will dine at home, or I will 
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dine abroad, for what reason I please, and it is my 
pleasure, to give no reason for either. Lovetnore ! 

[Looks at him and smiles. 

Love. [Aside to Sir Bashful.] Bravo ! — What a 
blockhead it is ? 

Mrs. Love. As you have your chariot at the door, 
Mr. Lovetnore, if you have no objection, I vyiil send 
away my chair, and you may do me the honour of a 
place in your carriage. 

Love. The honour will be very great to me, but — 
so many places to call at. — If I hao known this sooner 
You had better keep your chair. 

Sir Bash. [Aside.] Cunning ! cunning! he would 
not be seen in his chariot with Tier for the world. He 
has more discretion than I have. 

Lady Cons. Mrs. Lovemore, since you have, at last, 
ventured to come abroad, I hope you will think it a 
change for the better. You are too domestic. 1 shall 
expect now to see you often : and, a-propos, 1 am to 
have a rout to-morrow evening ; if you will dome 
the honour of your company 

Sir Bash. A rout to-morrow evening! you have 
it rout every evening, 1 think. Learn of Mrs. Love- 
more, imitate her example, and don’t let me have 
your hurricane months all the year round in my 
house. — Hip! [Aside J] Lovemore, how do you like 
me ? 

Love. [Aside to Sir Bashful.] You improve upon it 
every time. Bat 1 am loitering here as if I had no- 
thing to do. — My lady Constant, 1 have the honour 
to wish your ladyship a good morning. Sir Bashful, 
yours — madam. 

[Bows gravely to Mrs. Lovemore, hums a tune, 
and exit. 

Sir Bash. [Aside. ] He knows how to play the game. 
I’ll try what 1 can do. Mrs. Lovemore, I have the 
honour to wish you a good morning. Madam — 
[Bows gravely to Lady Constant, hums a tune, 
and exit. 

Mrs. Love. Two such husbands ! 
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Lady Cons. As to my swain, I grant you : Mr. 
Lovemore is, at least, well bred ; he has an under- 
standing, and may in time reflect. Sir Bashful never 
qualifies himself with the smallest tincture of civility. 

Mrs. Love. If civility can qualify the draught, I 
must allow Mr. Lovemore to have a skilful hand. 
But there is no end to his projects. Every day opens 
a new scene. Another of his intrigues is come to 
light. I came to consult with your ladyship. I know 
you are acquainted with the widow Bellmour. 

Lady Cons. The widow Bellmour ! I know her 
perfectly well. 

Mrs. Love. Not so well, perhaps, as you may ima- 
gine. She has thrown out the lure for my wild gal- 
lant, and in order to deceive me 

Lady Cons. My dear, you must be mistaken. Who 
tells you this ? 

Mrs. Love. Oh ! I can trust to my intelligence. Sir 
Brilliant Fashion, by way of blind to me, has been 
this morning drawing so amiable a picture of the 
lady — 

Lady Cons. Sir Brilliant’s authority is not always 
the best, but in this point you may trust to him. 

Mrs. Love. But when you have heard all the cir- 
cumstances — 

Lady Cons- Depend upon it, you are wrong. I 
know the widow Bellmour. Her turn of character, 
and way of thinking 

Mrs. Love. Excuse me, madam. You decide with- 
out hearing me. 

Lady Cons. All scandal, take my word for it. 
However, let me hear your s^ory. We’ll adjourn to 
my dressing-room, if you will ; and I promise to con- 
fute all you can say. — I would have you know the 
widow Bellmour : you will be in love with her. — 
My dear madam, have not you a tinge of jealousy? — 
Beware of that malady. If you see things through 
that medium, I shall give you up. 

That jaundice of the mind, whose colours strike 
On friends and foe, and paint them, all alike . 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

An Apartment at the Widow Bbllmour’s: several 
Chuirs, a Toilette , a Book-Case, and a Harpsi- 
chord , disposed up and down. JMignionet put- 
ting things in order. 

' JMignionet. I don’t well know what to make of 
this same Lord Etheridge. He is coming here again 
to-day, 1 suppose : all this neatness, ar d all this care, 
must be for him. Well, it does not signify : [ Ar- 

ranging the chairs.] there is a pleasure in obeying 
Madam Bellmour. She is a sweet lady, that’s ihe 
truth of it. — ’Twere a pity if any of these men, with 
their deceitful arts, should draw her into a snare. — 
But she knows them all : they must rise early who 
can outwit her. [Settling the toilette.'] 

Enter Mrs. Bellmour, reading. 

Oh ! clest with temper, whose unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow chearjul as to-day. 

She who can own a sister’s charms, and hear 
Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear ; 

That never answers till a husband cools, 

And tf she rules him , never shews she rules . 
Sensible, elegant Pope! 

Charms by accepting, by submitting sways ; 

Yet- has her humour most, when she obeys. 

[Seems to read on. 
Mign. Lord love my mistress! always so charming, 
so gay, and so happy ! 

Mrs. Bell. These exquisite characters of women ! 
they are a sort of paintet’s gallery, where one sees the 
portraits of all one’s acquaintance, and sometimes we 
see our own features too. Mignionet, put this hook 
in its place. 

Mign. Yes, ma’am; and there's your toilette looks 
as elegant as hands can make it. 

Mrs. Bell. Does it? 1 think it does. You have some 
taste. A-propos, where is my new song ? Oh 1 - 
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here it is : I must make myself mistress of it. [Plays 
upon the harpsichord, and sings a little.'] I believe I 
have conquered it. [Iliscs, and goes to her toilette .] 
This hair is always tormenting me, always in disorder : 
this lock must he for ever gadding out of its place. I 
must and will subdue it. — Do you know, Mignionet, 
that this is a pretty song? It was writ by rtiv Lord 
Etheridge. My lord has a turn. [Sings a little.] I 
must be perfect before he comes. [Hums the tune.] 
Do you know that I think my lord is one of those 
men who may be endured ? 

Mign. Yes, ma'am, 1 know you think so. 

Mrs. Bell. Do you ? 

Mign. And if I have any skill, ma’am, you are not 
without a little partiality for his lordship. 

Mrs. Bell. Really? Then you think I like him, 
perhaps. Do you think 1 like him ? I don’t well 
know bow that is. Like him ! no, not absolutely : 
it is not decided : and vet 1 don’t know, if I had a 
mind to humour myself, and to give wav a little to 
inclination, there is something here in my heart that 
would be busy, I believe. — The man has a softness 
of manner, a turn of wit, and does not want senti- 
ment. Can I cail it sentiment ? Yes, I think I may. 
lie has sentiment; and then he knows the manners, 
the usage of the world, and he points out the ridicule* 
of things with so much humour! 

Mign. You’ll be caught, ma’am, I see that* To 

be sure, mv lord has a quality-air, and can make him- 
self agreeable. But what of that? You know but 
very little of him. Is a man’s character known in 
three or four weeks time? [Mrs. Bellmour hums a 
tunc. 1 Do, my dear madam, mind what I say: J am 
at times very considerate. I make my remarks, and 

I see very plainly Lord, ma’am, what am I doing ? 

I am talking to you for your own good, and you are 
all in the air, and no more mind me; no, no more 
than if I was nothing at all. 

Mrs. Bell. [Continues humming a tune.] You talk 
wonderfully well upon the subject; but as I knovr 
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how the cards lie, and can play the best of the game; 
and as I have a song to amuse me, one is inclined 
to give musical nonsense the preference. 

Align. I assure you, ina’am, I am not one of those 
servants that bargain for their mistress’s inclination : 
but you are going to take a leap in the datk. What 
does my Lord Etheridge mean, with his chair always 
brought into the hall, and the curtains close about 
his ears ? Why does he not come like himself, and 
not care who sees him. There’s some mystery at the 
b.^.oin. I’ll be sworn there is ; and so you’ll find at 

last. Dear heart, ma’am, if you are determined 

not to listen, what signifies my living with you? At 
this rate, 1 am of no service to you. 

Airs Bell. There;-— 1 have conquered my song. — • 
[Runs to her glass.] How do l look to-day? The 

eyes do well enough, I think.- And so, Mignionet, 

vou imagine 1 shall play the fool, and marry my Lord 
Etheridge ? 

Align. You have it through the very heart of you: 
1 see that. 

Airs. Bell. Do vou ? — 1 don’t know what to say to 
it. Poor Sir Brilliant Fashion! if I prefer his rival, 
what will become of him! — I won’t think about it. 

Enter Pompey. 

Airs. Bell. What’s the matter, Pompey ? 

Pom. A lady in a chair desires to know if your 
ladyship is at home. 

Airs. Bril. Has the lady no name. 

Pom. Yes; 1 fancy she has, ma’am; but she did 
not tell it. 

Ain. Bell. How awkward! — well, shew the lady 
lip stairs. 

Align. Had you not better receive her in the draw- 
ing-room, ma’am ? I have not half done my business 
here. 

Airs. Bell. Oh! yon have done very well. There 
will be less formality here. I dare say it is some in- 
timate acquaintance, though that foolish boy does 
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not recollect her name. Here she comes. 1 rjon 4 t 
know her. 

Enter Mrs. Lovemore. 

Mrs. Love. [ Disconcerted .] I beg pardon for this 
intrusion. 

Mrs. Bell. Pray walk in, ma’am. Mignionet, 
reach a chair. 

[ Mrs. Lovemore crosses the stage, and they salute 
each other with an air of distant civility. 

Mrs. Love. I am afraid this visit from one who has 
not the honour of knowing you 

Mrs. Bell. Oh, make no apology, ma’am. — Mig- 
nionet, you may withdraw. [£«/ Mignionet. 

Mrs. Love. It may appear extraordinary that a 
stranser thus intrudes upon you ; but a particular cir- 
cumstance determined me to take this liberty. I hope 
you will excuse the freedom. 

Mrs. Bell. You do me honour, ma’am; prav,' no 
excuses. A particular circumstance, you sav? 

Mrs. Love. I shall appear, perhaps, very ridiculous ; 
and, indeed, I am afraid 1 have done the most absurd 
thing; but a lady of your acquaintance — you know 
mv Lad v Constant, ma’am? 

Mrs. Bell. Extremely well. 

Mrs. Love. She has given you such an amiable 
character for benevolence, and a certain elegant wav 
of thinking, entirely your own, that 1 flatter myself 
if it is in your j>ower, vou will be generous enough 
to afford me vour assistance. 

Mrs. Bdl. Lady Constant is very obliging. Make 
a trial of me, ma’am, and if 1 can he of any use 

Mrs. Love. 1 fear 1 shall ask you a strange ques- 
tion : — are vou acquainted with a gentleman of the 
name of Lovemure? 

Mrs. Bell. Lovemore? No such name on my list. 
Lovemore! No; — I recollect no such person. The 
circle of my acquaintance is small: I am almost a 
stranger in town. 

Mrs. Love. That makes an end, ma’am. 1 beg 
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your pardon. I have given you an unnecessary 
trouhliV [ Going. 

Mrs. Bell. [Aside.] Mighty odd this ! her inaniter 
is interesting. — You have given me no trouble, but 
my curiosity is excited. [Ziaies her by the hand.'] [ 
beg you will keep your chair. Prav be seated. — What 
can this mean ? [Aside.] — Will you be so good as to 
inform me who the gentleman is? 

Mrs. Love. The story will be uninteresting to you, 

and to me it is painful. 'My grievances [Puls her 

handkerchief to her ryes.] 

Mrs. Belt. [ Aside .] Her grief affects me. [ Looks 
at her till she has recovered herself.'] I would not im- 
portune too much — • — 

Mrs Love. You have such an air of frankness 2nd 
generosity, that I will open myself without reserve: 
I have the.tenderest regard for Mr. Lovemore : I have 
been married to him these two years. I admired his 
understanding, his sensibility, and his spirit. My 
heart was his: I loved him with unbounded passion. 
I thought the flame was mutual, and you may believe 
1 was happy. But of late there is such a revolution 
in his temper: 1 know not what to make of it. 1 am 
doomed to be unhappy. 

J\Irs. Bell. Perhaj )S not: you may still have much 
\ in vour power. 

Mrs. Love. My power is at an end. Instead of the 
looks of affection, and the expressions of tenderness, 
with which he used to meet me, it is nothing now 
but cold, averted superficial civility ; while abroad, 
he runs on in a wild career of pleasure, and to my 
deep affliction, has attached himself entirely to an- 
other object. 

Mrs. Bell. And if I had known Mr. Lovemore, do 
you imagine that my advice or jiersuasion w ould avail 
^ you any thing ? 

Mrs. Love. I had such a fancy. — [Aside.] What 
can 1 think of her ! 

.Mrs. Bell. You are much mistaken. In these cases 
friends may interpose, but what can they do ? They 

T 
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recommend a wife lo the good-will, the honour, and 
generosity of her husband. But when a woman, who 
should be esteemed and loved, is recommended as an 
object of compassion, she is humbled indeed: it is aiL 
over with her. A wife should recommend herself by 
the graces of her person, and the variety of her talents. 
Men will prove false; and if there is nothing in your 
complaint but mere gallantry on his side, 1 protest L, 
do not see that vour case is so very bad. 

Mrs. Love. Can it be worse, ma’am?. • 

Mrs. Bell. A great deal. — If his affections, instead 
* of being alienated, had been extinguished, what 
would be the consequence? — A downright, sullen, 
habitual insensibility. From that lethargy of affec- 
tion a tnan is not easily recalled. In all Love’s bill 
of mortality there is not a more fatal disorder. But 
this is not Che case with Mr. Lovemore : by your ac- 
count, he still has sentiment ; and where there is sen- 
timent, there is room to hope for an alteration. — But 
where the heart has lost its feeling, von have the pain 
of finding yourself neglected; and for what? — the 
man has grown stupid, and to the warm beams of 
wit and beauty as impenetrable as an ice-house. 

Mrs. Love. That is not nty complaint. 1 have to 
do with one, who is too susceptible of impressions 
from every beautiful object that comes in his way. 

Mrs. Bell. Why, so much the better. A new idea 
strikes his fancy. He is inconstant ; but after waver- 
ing and fluttering, he may settle at last. 

Mrs. Love. How light she makes of it! she apo- 
logizes for him ! Aside. 

Mrs. Bell. And, perhaps, the fault is on tne wo- 
man’s side — 

Mrs. Love. The virtue of my conduct, madam-— 

4 Mrs. Bell. Oh ! I would have laid my life yon 
would be at that work. But virtue is not the question 
at present. I suppose virtue ; that is always under- 
stood. The fault I mean is the want of due atten- 
tion to the art of pleasing. It is there that most wo- 
men fail. In these times, virtue may be its own fe- 
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ward. V irtue alone caunot please the taste of the age. 
It is la belle nature, virtue embellished bv the advan- 
tages of art, that men expect now-a-days. That is 
the whole affair : I would not make myself uneasy, 
ina’am. 

Mrs. Lone. Not uneasy, when his indifference docs 
not diminish my regard lor him! Not uneasy, when 
the man I dote upon no longer fixes his happiness at 
home ! 

Mrs. Hell. Give me leave to speak my mind freelv. 
I have observed, when the fiend jealousy is roused, 
that women lay out a wonderful deal of anxiety and 
vexation to no account ; when, jterhaps, if the truth 
were known, they should be angry with themselves 
instead of their husbands. 

Mrs. Love. Angry with myself, madam ! Calumny 
can lay nothing to my charge. 

Mrs. Bell. There again now! that is the folly of 
us all. 

Mrs. Love. And after being married so long, and 
'behaving ail the time with such an equality ! 

Mrs. Bell. Ay, that equality is the rock so many 
split upon. The men will change. Excuse my free- 
dom. They are so immersed in luxury, that they 
must have eternal variety in their happiness. 

Mrs. Love. She justifies him ! [Aside. 

Mrs. Bell. Your case may pot be dssperate: I 
would venture to lav a pot of coffee, that the person 
who now rivals you in vour husband’s affections, does 
it without your good qualities, and even without your 
beautv, by the mere force. of agreeable talents, and 
some skill in the art of pleasing. 

Mrs. I*ove. I am afraid that compliment 

Mrs . Bell. If l judge right, you are entitled to it. 
Let me ask you : Do you know this formidable rival ? 

Mis. Love. There, I own, I am puzzled. 

Mrs. Bell. What sort of a woman is she? 

Mrs. Love. Formidable indeed : she has been de- 
scribed to me as one of charming and rare accom- 
plishments. 

. F 2 



Digitized by Google 




52 THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. Act 111. 

Mrs. Bell. Never throw up the cards for all that. 
Take my advice, ma'am. You seem to have qualities 
that may dispute your husband’s heart with any bodv ; 
but the exertion of those amiable qualities, I fear, may 
be suppressed. Excuse my frankness. You should 
counteract your rival by the very arts which she em- 
ploys against vou. 1 know a lady now in your very 
situation : and what docs she do ? She consumes her- 
sels with unceasing jealousy ; whereas, if she would 
exert hut hall the pains she uses in teasing herself, to 
vie with lire person who has won her husband from 
her ; to vie with her, I say, in the art of pleasing— 
for there it is a woman’s pride should be piqued — 
Would she do that, take my word for it, victory 
would declare in her favour. You are not without 
attractions; give them their energy, and you conquer. 

Mrs. Love. Do 3011 think so, ma’am ? 

Mrs, Bell. Think so! 1 am sure of it. You must 
exert yourself. It is the wife’s business to bait the 
hook for her husband with variety. Virtue alone, 
by her own native charms would do, if the men were 
perfect. But it is otherwise ; and since vice can as- 
* some allurements, why should not truth and inno- 
cence have additional ornaments also? 

Mrs. Love. 1 find Sir Brilliant has told me truth. 

[Aside. 

Mrs. Bell. Give me leave, ma’am : I have been 
married, and am a little in the secret. To w in a heart 
is easy ; to -keep it is the difficulty. After the fatal 
words, ‘ for better, for worse,’ women relax into in- 
dolence, and while they are guilty of no infidelity, 
thev think every thing safe. But they are mistaken : 
h great deal is wanting; on address, a vivacity, a de- 
sire to please; the agreeable contrast; the sense that 
pleases, the folly that charms. — A favourite poet, 
I’kior, has express’d it with delicacy: 

Above the fix'd and settled riites 
Of vice and virtue in the schoolsi 
The belter part should set before 'em 

. A grace, a manner, a decorum. 
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Afrs. Love. But when the natural temper 

Mrs. Hell. Oh ! the natural temper must be forced. 
Home must be made a place of pleasure to the hus- 
band. How is that to be done? That equality which 
you tall; of, is a sameness that palls and wearies. A 
wife should throw infinite variety into her manner. 
She should, as it were, multiply herself, and be, as 
it were, sundry different women on different occa- 
sions : the tender, the affectionate, the witty, the 
silent; all in their turns ; all shifting the scene, and 
she succeeding to herself as quick as lightning. And 
this 1 take to be the whole mystery; the way to keep 
a man. — But 1 beg your pardon. I go on too fast: 
you will think me the giddiest creature. 

Mrs. Love. Quite the reverse, ma’am : you are very 
obliging. 

Mrs. Bell. I have tired myself and you too. — But 
pray, may I now enquire, who was so kind as to in- 
timate that I am acquainted with Mr.Lovcmore? 

Mrs. Love. It was a mere mistake. 1 have given 
you a great deal of trouble. You will excuse my 
frankness : I had heard that his visits were frequent 
here. 

Mrs. Bell. His visits frequent here ! My Lady Con- 
stant could not tell you so? 

Mrs. Love. She told me quite the contrary. She 
knows your amiable qualities, and does you justice. 

Mrs Bell. The accident is lucky; it has procured 
me the honour of your acquaintance. And 1 suppose 
you imagine that 1 had robbed you of Mr. Lovemore’s 
heart? — Scandal will be buzzing about. I can laugh 
at every thing of that sort. [ A rap at the door.~\ Oh ! 
Heavens! some troublesome visit. [ Rings a hell. 

Enter Mignioxet. 

Mrs. Bell. I am not at home. Go and give an 
answer. 

Mign. It is Lord Etheridge, ma’am : he is coming 
up stairs. The servants did not know you had 
changed vour mind. 

r 3 
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Mrs. Bell. Was ever any thing so noss? Tell his 
lordship 1 have company ; 1 am busy ; 1 am noi well ; 
anything, don’t let him come in. Make haste, dis- 
patch: I won’t see him. 

Mrs. Love. I beg 1 may not hinder you: I shall 
take my leave. 

* Mrs. Bell. By no means. Our conversation grows 
interesting. 1 positively will not see mv lord. 

Mrs. Love. I can’t agree to that. You must see 
his lordship. I can step into another room. 

Mrs. Bell. Will you be so good — You will find 
something to amuse you in that cabinet. [ Points- to a 
door in the back scene.] We must talk farther, ^iy 
lord sha’n’t stay long. 

Mrs. Love. Nay, but ifyou stand upon ceremony — 

Mrs. Bell. Very well: I'll contrive it. Tuts is a 
lover of mine. A lover and a husband are the same 
thing. Perhaps it will divert you to hear how 1 ma- 
nage him. I hear him on the stairs. Make haste: 
Mignionet, shew the wav. 

[il/rf . Love, and Mignionet go out at the lack scene. 

Mrs. Bell. Let me see how 1 look to receive him. 

[linns to her glass. 

Enter Lovemore, with a Star and Garter , as Lord 
Etheridge. 

Love. A heavenly image in the glass appears, 

To. that she lends, to that her eyes she rears. 
Repairs her smiles 

* Mrs. Bell. Repairs her smiles, my lord. You arc 
satrical, this morning. Pray, mv lord, are my fea- 
tures out of repair, like an old house in the country, 
that wants a tenant ? 

Love. Nay, now von wrest my words from theit- 
visible intention. You can’t suppose that I impute, 
to such perfect beauty the least want of repair, what- 
ever may be the case, ma’am, with regard to the want 
of a tenant. 

Mrs. Bell. Oh! then your opinion is, that I want 
a tenant. And perhaps you think 1 am going to put 
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up a bill to signify to all passers by, that here is a 
mansion to be let, enquire of the widow Bellrnour. 

I like your notion; I don’t think it would be a bad 
scheme. Shall 1 try it ? 

Love. A palace needs no such invitation. Its na- 
tural beauty attracts admiring eyes. But who can 
bid up to the price? The person who is able to do 
it 

Mrs. Bell. Will be happy; I know that is what 
you are going to say. But he must do homage for it : 
and then I will let it to none but a single gentleman. 

Do vou know' any body whom these conditions will 
suit? 

Love. Those conditions, ma’am — [Aside . What , 
the devil does she mean ? I am not detected, I hope 

To be sure, ma’am, those conditions — And — 

none but single gentlemen will presume to — — 

Mrs. Bell. And then it must be a lease for life. 

But that will never do ; nobody will be troubled with 
it. I shall never get it off my hands: do you think 
I shall, my lord? 

Love. There must be very little taste left, if you 
have not a number of bidders. You know the am- 
bition of my heart; you know I am devoted to vou 
upon any terms, even though it were to he bought 
with life. 

Mrs. Bell. Heavens! what a dying swain you are ! 
And does your lordship mean to be guilty of matri- 
mony? Lord, what a question have I asked! To be 
sure, I am the giddiest creature. My lord, don’t yoik 
think me a strange madcap? 

Love. A vein of wit, like yours, that springs 
at once from vivacity and sentiment, serves to 
exalt your beauty, and give animation to every 
.charm. 

Mrs. Bell. Upon my word, you have said it finely ! 

But you are in the right, my lord. Your pensive 
melancholy beauty is the most insipid thing in na- 
ture. And yet we often see features without a mind ; 
and the owner of them sits in the loom with you, lik« 
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a mere vegetable, for an hour together, till, at last 
she is incited to the violent exertion of, * Yes, sir, 
— ‘ 1 fancy not, ma’am ;’ and then a matter of fact 
conversation — * Miss Beverly is going to he married 
to Captain Shoulder-knot — My Lord Mortgage has 
had another tumble at hazard — Sir Harry Wilding 

has lost his election They say short aprons are 

coming into fashion. 

Love. Oh ! a matter of facfconversation is unsup- 
portable. 

Mrs. Bell. But you meet with nothing else. All in 
great spirits about nothing, and not an idea among 
them. Go to Ranelagh, or to what public place ypu 
will, it is just the same. A lady comes up to you ; 
* How charmingly you look! — -But my dear m’em, 
did you hear what happened to us the other night ? 
We were going home from the opera— -you know my 
aunt Roly Pofy; it was her coach. There was she 
and Lady Betty Fidget — What a sweet blonde ! How 
do you do my dear? [ Curtsying as to another going 
by. j My Lady Betty is quite recovered; we were all 
frightened about her: out Doctor Snake-root was 
called in; no, not Doctor Snake-root, Doctor Bolus; 
and so he altered the course of the medicines, and so 
my Lady Betty is purely now. — Well, there was she, 
and my aunt, and Sir George Bragvvell — a pretty man 
Sir George — finest teeth in the world — Your ladyship’s 
most obedient — [ Curtsying .] We expected you last 

night, but you did notcome. He! he! he! — and 

so there was Sir George and the rest of us, and so, 
turning the corner of Bond-street, the brute of a 
coachman — I humbly thank your grace [Cwr/stfs.] — 
the brute of a coachman overturned us, and so mv 
aunt Roly Poly was frightened out of her wits ; and 
Lady Betty has had her nerves again. Only think ! 
such accidents! — -I am glad to see you look so well; 
a rhonneur-y he! he! lie! 

Love. Ho! ho! you paint to the life. I see her 
moving before me in all her airs. 

Mrs. Bell. With this conversation their whole 
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stock is exhausted, ami away they run to cards. Quad- 
rille has murdered wit! 

Love. Ay, and beauty too. Cards are the worst 
enemies to a complexion: the small pox is not so 
bad. The passions throw themselves into every 
feature: I have seen the countenance of an angel 
changed, in a moment, to absolute deformity : 
the little loves and graces that sparkled in the 
eye, bloomed in the cheek, and smiled about the 
mouth, all wing their flight, and leave the face, 
w hich they before adorned, a prey to grief, to an- 
ger, malice, and fury, and the w hole train of fretful 
pas-dons. 

Mrs. Bell. And the language of the passions is 
sometimes heard upon those occasions. 

Love. Very true, ma’am; and if, by chance, they 
do bridle and hold in a little, the struggle they un- 
dergo is the most ridiculous sight in nature. • I have 
seen a huge oath quivering on the pale lip of a reign- 
ing toast for half an hour together, and an uplifted 
eye accusing the gods for the loss of an odd trick. 
And then at last, the whole room in a Bal'd of 
sounds. ‘My lord, you flung away the game. — Sir 
George, why did not you rough the spade? — Captain 
Hazard, why did not you lead through the honours? 

— Ma’am, it was not the play — Pardon me, sir — hut 
ma’am, — hut sir — I would not plav with you for 
straws: don't you know what Hoyle says? — - — If A 
and B are partners against C and 1), and the game 
nine all, A and B have won three tricks, and C and 
1) four tricks; C leads hissuit, D puts. up the king, 
then returns the suit; A passes, C puts up the queen, 
and B trumps it ; and so A and B, and C and U are 
bandied about; they attack, they defend, and all is 
jargon and confusion, wrangling, noise, and non- 
sense ; and high life, and polite conversation. IJa ! 

ha! ha! 

Mrs. Bell. Ho! ho! the pencil of Hogarth could 
.not doit better. And yet one is dragged to these _ .. 
places. One must play sometimes. We must let 
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our friends pick our pockets now and then, or they 
drop our acquaintance. Do you ever play, my 
lord ? 

Love. Play, ma’am [/fsit/e.] What does she 

mean? I must play the hypocrite to the end of the 

chapter. Play? — Now and then, as vou sav, one 

must, to oblige, and from necessity ; but from taste, 
or inclination, no; I never touch a card. 

Mrs. Bell. Oh! very true; I forgot. You dedi- 
cate your time to the muses; a downright rhyming 
peer. Do you know, my lord, that 1 am charmed 
with your song? 

Love. Are you ? 

Mrs. Bell. Absolutely; and I really think you 
would make an admirabfe Vaiixhall poet. 

Love. Nay, now you flatter me. 

Mrs. Bell. No, as 1 live ; it is verv pretty. And 
do you know that 1 can sing it already? Come, you, 
shall hear how I murder it. I have no voice to-dav, 
but you shall hear me. [SiwgJ. 

Attend all ye fair, and I'll tell you the art. 

To bind ev'ry fancy toitli ease in your chains; 

To hold in soft fetters the conjugal heart, 

And banish from Hymen his doubts andliis pains. 

IVhen Juno was deck'd with the Cestus of Love, 

At first she was handsome ; she charming became ; 
With skill the soft passions it taught her to move. 

To kindle at once, and to keep up the flame. 

'Tis this gives the eyes all their magic and fire. 

The voice-melting accents ; impassions the kiss; 
Confers the sweet smile that awakens desire. 

And plants round the fair each incentive to bliss. 

Thence flows the gay chat, more than reason that 
charms ; 

The eloquent blush, that can beauty improve; 

The fond sigh, the fond vow, the soft touch that alarms ; 
The tender disdain, the renewal of love. 
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Yc fair, take the Cist us, and practise its power : 

The mind unaccomplish'd, mere features are vain-, 
With ivit, with good humour, c7ilivcn each hour. 

And the loves, and the graces, shall iculk in your 
train. 

Love. My poetry is infinitely obliged to you. It 
grows into sense as you sing it. Your voice, like 
the Cestus of Venus, bestows a grace upon every 
thing. 

Mrs. Bell. Oh! fulsome; I sing horridly ! [Goes 
to (lie glass ] How do 1 look? — Dor> t t tell me, my 
lord : you are studying a compliment, but 1 am re- 
solved to mortify you; I won’t hear it. Well! 

have you thought of any thing? Let it pass; tis too 
late now’. Pray, my lord, how came you to choose so 
grave a subject as connubial happiness ? , 

Love. Close and particular tnat ouestion. [Aside. 

Mrs. Bell. Juno ! Hymen! doubts and pains! one 
would almost swear that you had a wife at home who 
sat for the picture. 

Love. Ma’am, the [Embarrassed.] The com- 
pliment you are only laughing at me the sub- 
ject, from every day’s experience [Aside.] Does 

she suspect me? the subject is common Ba- 
chelor’s wives, you know ha ! ha! And when 

you inspire the thought; when you are the bright 
original, it is no wonder that the copy 

Mrs. Bell. Horrid ! going to harp on the old string. 
Odious solicitations ! I hate all proposals. I am not 
in the humour. You must release me now : your 
visit is rather long. I have indulged you a great 
while. And besides, were I listen to vour vows, 
what would become of poor Sir Brilliant Fashion? 

Love. Sir Brilliant Fashion? 

Mrs. Bell. Do you know him ? 

Love. 1 know whom you mean. I have seen him ; 
but that’s all. He lives with a strange set, and does 
not move in my sphere. If he is a friend of yoi^rs, I 
have no more to say. 
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Mr*. Bell. Is there any thins; to say against him? 

Love. Nay, I have no fmowledge of the gentleman. 
They who know him he9t, don’t rate him high. A 
sort of a current coin that passes in this town. You 
will do well to beware of counterfeits. 

Mrs. Bell. But this is very alarming-* 

Enter Mignionet, in a violent Hurry. 

Align. My dear madam, I am frighted out of my 

senses. The poor lady where are the hartshorn 

drops ? 

Love. The lari v ! what lady? 

Align. Never stand asking what lady. She has 
fainted away all on a sodden: she is now in strong^ 
hysterics: give me the drops. 

Alts. Bell. I must run to her Assistance. Adieu,' 
my lord. I shall be at home in the evening. Mig- 
nionet,- step this way. Your lordship will excuse 
me: I shall expect to see you. Come, Mignionet, 
make haste ; make haste. [Exit with Mignionet. 

Love. I hope the lady has not overheard me. What 
a villain am 1 to carry on this scheme against so much 
beauty, innocence, and merit ! And to wear this 
badge of honour for the darkest purposes ! And then 
my friend. Sir Brilliant, will it Ire fair to supplant 

him ? Pr’ythec, be quiet, my dear conscience ! 

none of your meddling : don’t interrupt a gentleman 
in his pleasures. Don’t vou know, my good friend, 
that loye has no respect for persons, but soars above 
all laws of honour and of jriendship? No reflection ; 
have her I must, and that quickly too, or she will 
discover all. Besides, this is mv wife’s fault : why 
does not she make home agreeable ? I am willing to 
he happy ; I could be constant to her, but she is not 
formed for happiness. What the devil is Madam 

Fortune about now ? [Sir Brilliant sings within. | 

Sir Brilliant, bv all that’s infamous. Confusion! no 
place to hide me? no escape? The door is locked. 
Migyionet, Mignionet, open the door. 

Align. [ Within ] You must not come in here. 
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Love. What shall I do? This star, and this rib- 
bon will bring ;ne to disgrace. Away with this tell- 
tale evidence, [Takes off the ribbon. ] Go, thou 
blushing devil, and hide thyself for ever. 

[Puls it in hi< pocket. 

Enter Sir Brillant, singing. 

Sir Bril. Mrs. Bellmour, I have such a story for 
yon. — How ! — Lovemore? 

Love. Your slave. Sir Brilliant, your slave. 

[ Hiding the star with his hut. 

Sir Bril. I did not think you had been acquainted, 
here. 

Love. You are right. ,1 eame in quest of you. I 
saw the lady. I was drawn hither by mere curiosity. 
We have had some conversation; and I made it sub- 
servient to your purposes. I have been giving a great 
character of you. 

Sir Bril. You arc always at the sendee of your 
friends. But what’s the matter? what are vou 
fumbling about? [ Pulls the hat. 

Love. ’Sdeath ! have care : don’t touch me. 

[Puls his handkerchief to his breast. 

Sir Bril t What the devil is the matter? 

Love. Oh ! keep off — [ Aside .] Here’s a business. 
— Taken in the old way; let me pass. — 1 have had 
u fling at Lord Etheridge: he will be out of favour 
with the widow: 1 have done you that good. — Racks 
and torments, my old complaint ! 

[ Wanting to pass him. 

Sir Bril. What complaint? You had better sit 
down. 

Love. No, no; air, the air. 1 must have a jur- 
geon. A stroke of a tennis-ball ! My Lord Rackett’s 
unlucky left-hand. Let me pass. There is some- 
thing forming here. [Prmcs him.ffTa be caught is the 
devil. [Aside.] Don’t mention my name. Vou will 

counteract all 1 have said. Oh! torture, torture l 

— I will explain to you another time. Sir Brilliant, 
vours. I have served your interest — Oh! there is 
certainly something forming. [Exit. 

w 
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Sir Bril. What does all this mean? — So, so, Mrs. 
Lovemore's suspicions are well founded. — The wi- 
dow has her private visits, I see. Yes, yes ; there is 
something forming here. 

Enter Mrs. Bellmour. 

So; here she comes. Thd whole shall be explained. 

I hope, ma’am, that I don’t interrupt you with any 
piquet friend. 

Mrs. Bell. You are always a torment: what brings 
you hither? • 

Sir Bril. There are times, ma’am, when a visit — 

Mrs. Bell. Is unseasonable, and yours is so now. 
How can you teaze me? 

Sir Bril. I thought as much. — There are some 
things that may require to be discussed between 
us. 

Mrs. Bell. Reserve them all for another time. I 
can’t hear you now. You must leave me. There 
is a ladv taken ill in the next room. 

Sir Bril. And here has been a gentleman taken ill 
in this room. 

Mrs. Bell. How troublesome! you must be gone, 
Do you dispute my will and pleasure? — Fly this mo- 
ment. 

Sir Bril. But ma’am — Nay, if you insist upon il — 

[Got s. 

Mrs. Bell. But sir! — I will be absolute: vou must 
leave me. [Pm/s him out. ] There, and now I’ll make 
sure of the door. 

Enter Mrs. Lovemore, leaning on Mignionet. 

Mign. This way, madam: here is more air in this 
room. 

Mrs. Bell. How do you find yourself. Pray sit 
down. 

Mrs. Love. Mv spirits were too weak. I could not 
support it any longer ; such a scene of perfidy ! 

Mrs. Bell. You astonish me: what perfidy? 

Mrs. Love. Perfidv of the b'ackest dye ; I told you 
that you were acquainted with my husband ! 
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Mrs. Bell. Acquainted with your husband ! 

[Angrily. 

Mrs. Love. A moment’s patience — Yes, madam, 
you are acquainted with him. — The base man who l 
went hence but now — 

Mrs. Bell. Sir Brilliant Fashion? 

Mrs. Love. No, your Lord Etheridge, as he calls 
himself — 

Mrs. Bell. Lord Etheridge ? What of him, pray ? 

Mrs. Love. False, dissembling man ! he is my hus- 
band, ma’am: not Lord Etheridge, but plain Mr. 
Lovemore; my Mr. Lovcmore. 

Mrs. Bell. And has he been base enough to assume 
a title to ensnare me to my undoing? 

Mign. [Going.~\ Well, for certain, I believe the de- 
vil’s in me: I always thought him a sly one. [Exit. 

Mrs. Love. To see him carrying on this dark design, 

— to see the man whom 1 have ever esteemed and 
loved, — the man whom 1 must still love, — esteem him, 

I fear, 1 never can, — to see him before my face with 
that artful treachery! it was too much for sensibility 
like mine; 1 felt the shock too severely, and I sunk 
under it. 

Mrs. Bell. 1 am ready to sink this moment with 
amazement. I saw him,, for the first time, at old 
Mrs. Lovcit’s. She introduced him to me. The 
appointment was of her own making. 

Mrs. Love. You know Mrs. Loveit’s character, I 
suppose. 

Mrs. Bell. The practised veteran ! — Could I sus- 

{ icct that a woman, in her stile of life, would lend 
lerself to a vile stratagem against iny honour ? That 
she would join in a conspiracy against her own sex ? 

— Mr. Lovemore shall never enter these doors again 

1 am obliged to you, ma’am, for this visit; to me 

a providential incident. I am sorry for your share 
in it. The discovery secures my peace and happi- 
ness; to you it is a fatal conviction, a proof unan- 
swerable against the person to whom you are joined 
(or life. 

G ^ 

r t 
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Mrs. Love. After this discovery, it cannot be for 
life. I am resolved not to pass another day under his 
roof. 

Mrs. Bell. Hold, hold; no sudden resolutions. 
Consider a little : passion is a bad adviser. This may 
take a turn for vour advantage. 

Mrs. Love. That can never be : I am lost beyond 
redemption. 

Mrs. Bell. Don’t decide too rashly. Come, come, 
the man who has certain qualities, is worth thinking 
about, before one throws the hideous thing away for 
ever. Mr. Lovemore is a traitor; but 13 not he still 
amiable : And besides, you have heard his senti- 

ments. That song points at something. Perhaps 
you are a little to blame. He did not write upon 
such a subject, without a cause to suggest it. We 
will talk over this matter coolly. You have saved me, 
and I must return the obligation. You shall stay 
dinner with me. 

Mrs. Love. Excuse me. Mr. Lovemore may pos- 
sibly go home. He shall hear of his guilt, while 
the sense of it pierces here, and wounds me to the 
quick. 

Mrs. Bell. Now there you are wrong; take my 
advice first. I will lay such a plan as may insure 
him yours for ever. Come, come, you must not 
leave me yet. [ Takes her hand .] Answer me one 
question : don’t you still think he has qualities that 
do in some sort apologize for his vices? 

Mrs . Love. I don’t know what to think of it: I' 
ho] jie he has. 

Mrs. Bell. Very well then. I have lost a lover; 
you may gain one. Your conduct upon this occasion 
may reform him ; and let me tell you that the man, 
who has it in his power to atone for his faults, 
should not be entirely despised. -Let the wife ex- 

ert herself ; let her try her powers of pleasing, and 
take my word for it. 

The wild gallant no more abroad will roam, 
Butjind his lov'd variety at home. [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

/ — 

An Apartment in Lovkmore’j House. Mr. and 

Mrs. Lovemork at Table after Dinner: Servants 

taking Things out of the Room. 

Lovemore. [Filling a glass . ] I wondeii you are 
not tired of the same eternal topic. 

[Sipping his wine. 

Mrs. Love. If I make it an eternal topic, it is for 
your own good, Mr. Lovemore. 

Love. I know 1 have your good wishes, and you 
have mine. All our absent friends, Mrs. Lovemore. 

[Drinks. 

Mrs. Love. If you would but wish well to your- 
self, sir, 1 should be happy. — But in the way you 
go on, your health must be ruined ; day is night, 
and night day; your substance squandered; your 
constitution destroyed ; and your family quite neg- 
lected. 

Love. Family neglected ! you see I dined at home, 
and this is my reward for it. 

Mrs. Love. Y ou dined at home, sir, because some- 
thing abroad has disconcerted you. You went, I 
suppose, after I saw you at Lady Constant’s, to your 
old haunt, your friend, Mrs. Loveit — 

Love. Mrs. Loveit! ha! ha! 1 dropt her acquaint- 
ance long ago. No, my love, I drove into the city, 
and spent the rest of the morning upon business. 
I had long accounts to settle with old Discount the 
banker. 

Mrs. Love. And that to be sure engrossed all your 
time. Business must be minded. Did you find him 
at home? 

Love. It was by his own appointment. I went to 
his house directly after I parted from you. I have 
been no where else. Matters of account always fa- 
tigue me. 

Mrs. Love. I would not be too inquisitive, sir. 

Love. Oh ! no ; you never are. I staid at the ban* 
G 3 







Digitized by Google 



66 THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. Act IV. • 

ker’s the rest of the time, and I came straight from 
his house to have the pleasure of dining with you, 
[Fills a glass of wine.] 

Mrs. Love. Were there any sincerity in that de- 
claration, I should be happy. A tavern life has 
hitherto been your delight. I wonder what delight 
you can find in such an eternal round of gaming, . 
riot, and dissipation. Will you answer me one 
question ? 

Love. With great pleasure, — [Aside. J — if it is not 
inconvenient, 

Mrs. Love. Lay your hand on your heart, and tell 
me, — Have I deserved this usage ? 

Love, My humble service to you, my love. 

[ Drinks . 

Mrs. Love. 1 am sure I have never been deficient ' 
in any one point of the duty I owe I you. You wor* 
my heart, and 1 gave it freely. 

Love. T Going to sleep. ] It is very true. 

Mrs. Love. Your interest has been mine. I have 
known no pleasure unnconnected with your happi- 
ness. Diversion, show, and pomp, have had no 
allurements for me. 

Love. [ Dropping asleep.] Yes, — you are right- 
just as you please — 

Mrs. Love. Had I been inclined to follow the ex- 
ample of other women, your fortune would have felt 
it before now. You might have been thousands out 
of pocket ; but your interest has been the object of 
niy attention; and your convenience — 

Love. [Turns his chair from her A You reason very 

— you reason admir — ably aclmir — ably — — al- 

wavs al — ways— gay and enter — enter- 
taining-^— [Going to sleep. 

Mrs. Love. Marriage is generally considered as an 
introduction to the great scene of the world. I 
thought it a retreat to less noisy and serener plea- 
sures. What is called polite company [He falls fast 
asleep.] was not my taste. You was lavish in ex- 
pence; I was, therefore, an (Economist. From th« 
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first moment marriage made me vours, the pleasure 

arising from your company There! fast asleep! 

Agreeable company indeed! This is ever his way. 

[ She rim.] Unfeeling man! — It is too plain that I 
am grown his aversion. Mr. Lovemore! [ Looking 
at him.'] you little think what a scene this day has 
brought to light. And yet he hopes with false- 

hood to varnish and disguise his treachery. How 
mean the subterfuge! shall I rouse him now, and 
tax him with his guilt? My heart is too full: re- 
proach will only tend to exasperate, and perhaps 
make him irreconcileable. The pride that can stoop 
to low and wretched artifice, but ill can brook 
detection. Let him rest for the present. The 
widow Bellmour’s experiment may answer bet- 
ter. 1 will try it, at least. Oh ! Mr. Love- 

more, you will break my heart. 

[Looks at him, and exit. 
Love. [ Talking in hii sleep.] I do listen — I am not 
asleep. [Sleeps and nods.] You are very right ; — always 
right — I am only thinking a little. No — no — no— 
[Mutters indistinctly.] It was not two o’clock — in 

bed — In bed by twelve Sir Bashful is an oaf- — The 

widow Bellmour — [. Sleeps , and his head rolls about. J 
What’s the matter ? [Waking.] I beg your pardon; 
I was beginning to nod. What did you say, my dear? 
[Leans an the table without looking about, j One Can- 
not always, you know — [Turns about.] ’Sdeath ! she 
is gone! Oh ! fast asleep. This is ever the way when 
one dines at home. Let me shake it oil - . [Rise’s.] 
What’s o’clock ? — No amusement in this house ; what 
shall I do? The widow? — 1 must not venture in 
that quarter. My evil genius. Sir Brilliant, will 
be busy there. Is anv body in the way ? 1 must 

•ally out. My dear Venus, favour your votary this 
afternoon. 

— Your best arms employ. 

All wing'd with pleasure , and all Lipt with joy. 

{Exit. 
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SCENE II. 

Changes to Sir Bashful’s. Enter Lady Constant 
and Furnish. 

Lady Cons. Who brought this letter? 

Fur. A servant of Mrs. Lovemore’s : he waits an 
answer. 

Lady Cons. My compliments to Mrs. Lovcmore, 
and I shall wait upon her. 

Fur. Yes, ma’am. [Going. 

Lady Cons. And hark ye, Furnish; have the things 
been carried to Sir Brilliant, as I ordered? 

Fur. I have obeyed your ladyship’s commands. 
The steward went himself. Mr. Pounce, your lady- 
ship knows, is a trusty body; You may depend upon 
his care. 

Lady Cons. Go, and send Mrs. Lovemore her an- 
swer. She may depend upon my being with her in 
time. I Exit Furnish. ) What can Mrs. Lovemore want ? 
[7?racA] ‘ Ladyship's company to a card-party ; hut 
cards are the least part of my object. 1 have some- 
thing of higher moment in view , and the presence of 
my friends is absolutely necessary.' There is some 
mystery in all this. What does she mean? I shall 
go, and then the scene will clear up: those diamond 
buckles embarrass me more than Mrs. Lovemore’s 
unintelligible letter. Diamond buckles to uie ! From 
what quarter? Who could send them? Nobody but. 
Sir Bnlliant. I am right in nay conclusion: they 
came from him. Who could take the liberty but 
a person of his cast? A presuming inan! But I 
have mortified his vanity. Before this time, he has 
found his diamonds thrown hack upon his hands, with 
the disdain which such confidence deserves. — But if 
I have made a mistake! — Oh ! no ; no danger. Has 
not Sir Brilliant made overtures to me? Has not he 
declared himself. He sees Sir Bashful’s behaviour, 
and his vanity plumes itself upon that circumstance. 
To give ine my revenge against a crazy and insufferable 
husband, he would fain iuduce me to ruin myself 
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with a coxcomb. Besides, he heard the whole of 
Sir Bashful’s dispute about diamonds and trinkets : 
the thin" is clear; it was Sir Brilliant sent them /and 
by that stratagem he hopes to bribe me into compliance. 
That bait will never take ; though here comes one, 
who, I am sure, deserves to be treated without a 
grain of ceremony. 

Enter Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bash. Here she is. Now let me see whether 
she will take any notice of the present 1 sent her. 
She has reason to be in good humour, 1 think. — Your 
servant, madam. 

Ladij Cons. Your adress is polite," sir. 

Sir Bash. [Aside . j Still proud and obstinate! — Has 
any thing happened to disturb the harmony of your 
temper? 

Lady Cons. Considering what little discord you 
make, it is a wonder that iny temper is not always iu 
tune. 

Sir Bash. If you never gave me eause, madam 

Lady Cons. Oh! for mercy’s sake, truce with alter- 
cation. I am tired out with the eternal violence of 
your temper. Those frequent starts of passion hurry 
me out of my senses : and those unaccountable whims, 
that hold such constant possession of you 

Sir Bash. Whims, madam ? — Not to comply with 
you in every thing, is a whim, truly. Must L yield 
to the exorbitant demands of your extravagance ? 
When you laid close siege to me for diamond baubles, 
and I know not what, was that a whim of mine ? Did 
1 take that fancy into my head without cause, and 
without sufficient foundation? 

Lady Cons. Well, we have exhausted the subject. 
Ha\e not you told me a thousand time's that there is 
no living with me ? I agree to it. And have not I 
returned the compliment ? We have nothing new to 
say; and now, all that remains, is to let the lawyer 
reduce to writing our mutual opinions, and so we 
may part with the pleasure of giving each other a 
most woeful character. 
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Sir Bash. [Aside.] The buckles have had no effect. 
Stubborn! she has received them, and won’t own it. 

Lady Cons. A dash of your pen, sir, at the foot of 
certain articles now preparing, will make us both 
easv. ' [Going. 

Sir Bash. If we don’t live happily, it is your own 
fault. 

Lady Cons. That is very odd. 

Sir Bash. If you would control your passion for 
play 

Lady Cons. Quite threadbare ! 

Sir Bash. I have still a regard for you. 

Lady Cons. Worn-out to frippery. — I cann’t hear 
any more. The law will dress it up in new language 
for us, and that will end our differences. [Exit. 

Sir Bash. [Alone. ] I must unburthen my heart: 
there is no time to be lost. I love her; 1 admire her; 
she inflames my tenderest passions, and raises such a 
conflict here in my very heart, 1 cannot anv longer 
conceal the secret from her. I’ll go and tell her all 
this moment. — But then that meddling tiend, her 
maid, will be there: po! 1 can turn her out of the 
room; but then the jade will suspect something. 
Her ladyship may be alone : I’ll scud to know where 
she is. Who is there? Sideboard! — 

Enter Sideboard. 

Sir Bash. Go and tell your lady that [Pauses. 

Side. Did your honour want me? 

Sir Bash. No matter; it does not signify. — [Aside.] 
I shall never be able to tell her my mind : a glance of 
her eve, and my own confusion, will undo all. 

Side. I thought your honour called. 

Sir Bash. [Aside.] A thought comes across me; 
I’ll write her a letter. Yes, yes, a letter will do the 
business. Sideboard, draw that table this way — ■ 
Reach me a chair. 

Side. There, vour honour. 

Sir Bash. Do you stay while I write a letter. You 
shall carry it for me. [Si/s down to write. 
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Side. Yes, sir. I hope he has an intrigue upon his 
hands. A servant thrives under a master that has his 
private amusements. Love on, say I, if you are so 
given; it will bring grist to my mill. 

Sir Bash. [JFriting.] Thiswill surprise her. Warm, 
passionate, and tender; and yet it does not come up 
to what I feel. . 

Side. What is he at?— I may as well read the news- 
paper. [Takes it out of his pocket .] What, in the 
name ol wonder, is all this? — Ha, ha! [Bursts into 
a loud laugh.] I never heard the like of this before. 
Oh, ho, ho, ho ! 

• Sir Bash. What does the scoundrel mean? 

[.SVrtrrs at him. 

Side. Ha, ha, ha! I can’t help laughing. 

Sir Bash. Does the villain suspect me? [7?ije.r.] 
Ilark ye, sirrah, if ever 1 find that you dare listen at 
anv door in my house — 

Side. Sir! 

Sir Bash. Confess the truth: have you not been 
listening to my conversation with Mr. Lovemore this 
morning ? 

Side. Who, T, sir? I would not be guilty of such 
a thing: I never did the like in all mv days. 

Sir Bash. What was you laughing at? 

Side. A foolish thing in the newspaper, sir, that’s 
all. I’ll read it to your honour. * We hear 

that a new comedy is now in rehearsal, and will 
speedily be performed, intuled, 7 he Amorous Husband ; 
or. The Man in Lone with his own Wife. 

Sir Bash. And what do you see to laugh at? 

Side. Sec, sir! 1 have lived in a great many fami- 
lies, and never heard of the like before. 

Sir Bash. [Aside.] There, there, there! I shall he 
the butt of my ow n servants. — Sirrah, leave the room : 
and let me never hear that you have the trick of listen- 
ing in mv house. 

Side. Mo, sir. — The Man iti Love with his own 
Wife ! [Exit, laughing. 

Sir Bash. Wi^t does the •v arkt mean ? — Mo ir.ax- 
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ter — I have finished my letter, and it shall be sent this 

moment. But then, ifl should get into a comedy ? 

— Po ! no more scruples. I’ll seal it directly. — Side- 
board ! — 

- Enter Sideboard. 

Sir Bash. [Sealing the letter] 1 have opened mv 
heart to her. — What do vou bring your hat and stick 1 
for ? 

Side. To go out with your honour's letter. 

Sir Bash. You have not far to go. Take this, and 
let nobody see you. 

Side. I warrant me, your honour. [ Exit. 

Sir Bash. I feel much lighter now-. A load is 
taken oil my heart. 

Enter Sideboard. 

Sir Bash. What do you conic back for? 

Side. A word or two, by way of direction, if you 
please, sir. 

Sir Bash. Blockhead ! give it to me. — [Aside. ~] If 
I direct it, he finds me out. — Go about your business: 
1 have no occasion for you : leave the room. 

Side. Very well, sir. — Does he think to manage 
his own intrigues ! If he takes my commission out 
of my hands, 1 shall give him warning. The vices 
of our masters are all the vails a poor servant has left. 

[Exit. 

Sir Bash. What must he done ? — Mr. Lovemofe 
could conduct this business for me. He is a man of 
address, and knows all the approaches to a woman’s 
heart. That fellow Sideboard coming again? — No,* 
no, this is lucky. Mr. Lovemore, I’m glad to see 
you. 

Enter Lovemore. 

Love. A second visit, you see, in one day, entirely 
on the score of friendship. 

Sir Bash. Audi thank you for it; heartily thank 
you. 

Love. I broke away from the company at the St. 
Alban’s on purpose to attend you. Well, I have 
made your lady easier in her mind, fcavc not I ?. 
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Sir Bash. We don't hit it at all, Mr. Lovemore. 

Love. No! 

Sir Ba h. I think she has been rather worse since 
you spoke to her. 

Love. A good symptom that. [Aside. 

Sir Bash. She has received the diamond buckles. 
They were delivered to her maid sealed up, and tht 
man never staid to be asked a question. 1 saw them 
in her own hand ; but not a syllable escaped her. 
She was not in the least softened, obstinate as a mule. 

Love. The manner of conveying your presents was 
not well judged. Why did you not make me the 
bearer ? 

Sir Bash. I wish I had. She talks of parting; and 
«o, to avoid coming to extremities, 1 have even 
thought of telling her the whole truth at once. 

Love. How! acquaint her with your passion? 

Sir Bash. Ay, antitrust to her honour. 1 could not 
venture to speak; I should blush, and fauher, and 
look silly ; and so I have writ a letter to her. Here 
it is, signed- and sealed, but not directed. 1 got into 
a puzzle about that. Servants, you know, are always 
putting their own construction upon things. 

Love. No doubt : and then your secret flies all over 
the town. 

Sir Bash. That’s what alarmed me. You shall 
write the superscription, and send it to her. 

Love. No, that won’t do. Give her a letter under 
your hand ? I’ll speak to her for you : let me try how 
her pulse beats. 

Sir Bash. But a letter mav draw an answer from 
her, and then you know — [Smiling at — 1 shall 

have it under her hand. 

Love. 1 don’t like this hurry: we had better take 
time to consider of it. 

Sir Bash. No, I cann’t defer the business of try 
heart a single moment. It burns like a fever here. 
Sit down, and write the direction ; I'll step and send 
the servant. lie shall carry it, as if it were a letter 
from yourself. 

u 
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Enter Sideboard. 

Side. Sir Brilliant Fashion is below, sir. 

Love. What brings him ? He will only interrupt 
us. Go and talk to him. Sir Bashful ; hear what he 
has to say ; amuse him : any thing, rather than let 
•Jlim come up. 

Sir Bash. I am gone : he shan’t molest you. 

[ Exit with Sideboard. 

Love. Flv, make haste ; and don’t let him know 
that I am here. — A lucky accidentthis ; I have gained 
time by it. All matters were in a right train, and he 
himself levelling the road for me, and now this letter 
blows me up into the air at once. Some unluekv 
planet rules to-day. First the Widow Bell moor, a 
hair breadth ’scape 1 had of it; and now almost ruined 
here! What, in the name of wonder, has he writ to 
her? — Friendship and wafer, by your leave. — But 
will that be delicate? — Po! honour has always a 
great deal to preach upon these occasions; but then 
the business of my love! — Very true; the passions 
need but sav a word, and their business is done. 
[Opens the letter and This must never reach 

btr. I’ll write a letter from myself. [Sits down , 
writes, and starts up.] I hear him coming: no; all 
safe. [Writes.'] This will do : — vastly well. — Her hus- 
band’s inhumanity! Ay, mention that.— The dia- 
monds may be a present from me: yes. I’ll venture 
it. — There, there; that will do — Long adored — Ay — 

sweetest revenge — -Ay — Eternal admirer Love- 

more. Now, now let me see it. — Admirable ! this 

will do the business. [Seals the letter. 

Enter Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bash. Well, have you sent it? 

Love. Not yet: I am writing the direction. 

Sir Bash. And where is that blockhead ? Side- 

board ! 

Enter Sideboard. 

Sir Bash. Numskull, why don't you wait? — Mr. 
Lovemore wants you. " 
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Love. Step and deliver this to your lady ; and if 
she pleases, I will wait upon her. 

Sir Bash. Charming! — Take; it up stairs directly. 

Side. Up stairs, sir? Mv lady is in the next 
room. 

Sir Bash. Take it to her; make haste; begone. 
[ Bxit Sideboard.] I hope this will succeed: 1 shall 
be for ever obliged to you, and so will her ladyship. 

Love. I hope she will, and 1 shall be proud to 
serve her. 

Sir Bash. You are very good. She won’t prove 
ungrateful^! dare answer for her. — 1 should like to 
see how she' receives the leucr. — The door is con- 
veniently open. — 1 will have a peep. Ay, there; 
there she sits. 

Lovr. Where, Sir Bashful? 

Sir Bash. Hush, no noise. There, do you see 

her? She has the letter in her hand. This is a cri- 

tical moment: 1 am alt over in a tremble. 

Love. Silence; notaword, Sheopensit. — [ylstde.] 
Now, my dear Cupid, befriend me now, and your al- 
tar shall smoke with incense. 

Sir Bash. She colours. 

Love, i like that rising blush: a soft and tender 
’ token. 

Sir Bash. She turns pale. 

Love. The natural working of the passions. 

Sir Bash. And now she* reddens again. — What i? 
she at now? — There she ha# torn the letter in two; 

. — 1 am a lost, an undone man. [ IValkf unsay. 

Love. Shelias flung it away with indignation : I am 
undone too. [ Aside, and walks uway from the door. 

Sir Bash. Mr. Lovemore, you see what it is all 
come to. 

Love. I am sorry to see so haughty a spirit. 

Sir Bash. An arrogant, ungrateful woman! to 
make such a return to so kind a letter! 

Love. Ay, so kind a letter! 

Sir Bash. Did yon ever see such an insolent scorn? 

fcove. I never was so disappointed in all my life. 

H 2 
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Sir Bash. A letter full of the tenderest prolesr 
tations ! 

Love. Yes ; an unreserved declaration of love ! 

Sir Bash. Made with the greatest frankness} throw- 
ing myself at her very feet. 

Love. Did she once smile ? was there the faintest 
gleam of approbation in her countenance ? 

Sir Bash. She repaid it all with scorn, with pride, 
contempt, and insolence. I cannot bear this ; de- 
spised, spurned, and treated like a puppy. 

Love. There it stings like a puppy, indeed! 

Sir Bash. Is there a thing in nature s*. mortifying 
to the pride of man, as totind oneself’ rejected and 
despised by a fine woman, who is conscious of her 
power, and triumphs in her cruelty? 

Love. It is the most damnable circumstance! r- 

Sir Bush. Mv dear Mr. Lovetnore, I am obliged 
$o you for taking this matter so much to heart. 

Love. I take it more to heart Lhan yo.u are aware of. 

Sir Bash. This is mortifying; enough to make one 
ashamed all the rest of one’s life. 

Lo ve. I did not expect this sullen ill humour. 

Sir Bash. Did you ever know so obstinate, so un- 
complying a temper? 

Enter Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Bril. Sir Bashful, I forgot to tell you - ■ ■■ 

Love, fie again ! he hunts me up and down, as 
vice did the devil, with a dagger of lath, in the old 
pomedy. - [Aside. 

Sir Bril. Hey! — what’s the. matter? You seem 
both out of humour : what does this mean? Have 
you quarrelled ? 

Sir Bash. No, sir; no quarrel: — Why would my 
booby servant let him in again ? [Aside, 

Sir Bril. Strike me stupid, but you look very queer 
upon it ! — Lovetnore is borrowing money, I suppose: 
Sir Bashful is driving a hard bargain, and you cann’t 
agree about the premium. Sir Bashful, let my friend 
Jpoyeinore have the money. 
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Sir Bash. Money ! what does he mean? 

Sir Bril. Both out of humour, I see: well, as you 
will. You have no reason to be in harmony with 
vourselvesj my stars shine with a kinder aspect. 
Here, here, behold a treasury ot love. I came back 
on purpose to shew it to you. [ Takes a shagreen case 
put of his pocket. ] See what a present I have received; 
a magnificent pair of diamond buckles, by all that’s 
pmiable. 

Love. How? 

Sir Bash. \lValhingup to him. A pair of diamond 
buckles? 

Sir Bril. How such a present should be sent to me 
is more than 1 can explain at present. Perhaps my 
friend Lovemore gained some intelligence in the 
quarter where I surprised him to day, on a visit 
which I little suspected. 

Love. That was to serve you: 1 know nothing of, 
this business. 

Sir Bril. The pain in your side, I hope, is Letter. 

Love. Pol this is only to distract your attention, - 
Sir Bashful, 

Sir Bash. So I suppose. And was this a present 
to you ? 

Sir Bril. A present, sir. The consequence of hav- 
ing some tolerable phrase, a person, and a due de- 
gree of attention to the service of the ladies. — Don’t 
you envy me. Sir Bashful? 

Sir Bash. I cann’tbut say I do. — [Turns to Love- 
more.] My buckles, by all that’s false in woman! 

Lone. Take no notice. [JValks aside. ] Has he 

supplanted me here too, as well as with the widow? 

Sir Bril, What’s the matter with you both? 

Burning with envy ! 

Sir Bash. And I suppose an elegant epistle or a 
well-penned billet-doux, accompanied this token of 
the ladv’s all'ection. 

Sir Bnl. That would have been an agreeable addi- 
tion, but it is still to come. Too many favours at 
once might overwhelm a body. A country-looking 
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fellow, as my people tell me, left this, curiously 
sealed up, at my house : he would not say from 
whence lie came : I should know that in time, was 
all they could get from him; and I arn now panting 
to learn from whence this mighty success has at- 
tended me. Sir Bashful, 1 came, saw, and conquered, 
Ha ! ha ! ha! ha! 

Sir Bash. But may not this be from some lady, 
who imagines that you sent it, and therefore chooses 
to reject your present? 

Sir Bril. Oh, no; that cannot be the case. A lit- 
tle knowledge of the world would soon convince you- 
that ladies do not usually reject presents front the 
man who has the good fortune to please by his man- 
ner, his taste for dress, and a certain je tie sqai quoi in 
his person and conversation. 

Sir Bash. So I believe. — [ Walks aside. What 
say you to this, Mr. Lovemore? 

Love. She would not have torn a letter from him. 

Sir Bril. No, Sir Bashful ; a present from me 
would not have been returned back upon my hands. 

Sir Bash. I dare say not. — [7b Lovemore.] 1 sup- 
pose she will give him my three hundred pounds into 
the bargain. 

Love. After this, 1 shall wonder at nothing. 

Sir Bril. What mortified countenances they both 
put on ? [ Looks at them, and laughs , 

SirBash. [Walking up to Sir Brilliant.] And 1 sup- 
pose you expect to have this lady ? 

Sir Bril. No doubt of it. This is the forerunner, 
I think, liev, Lovemore? — Sir Bashful, this it is to 
be in luck. Ha ! ha ! [ Laughs at them both. 

Love, and Sir Bash. [Both forcing a laugh.] Ha’ 
ha! 

Sir Bril. Y ou both seem strangely picqued. 

Lovemore, what makes you so uneasy? 

Love. You flatter yourself, and you wrong me— 
J — [ — [ Walks away. 

SirBash. He is a true friend : he is uneasy on my 
account. [Aside, and locking at Lovemore, 
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Sir Bril. And, Sir Bashful, something has dashed 
your spirits. Do you repine at my success i 

SirBash. I cann’t hut say I do, sir. 

Sir Bril. Oh ! very well ; you are not disposed to 
be good company. A I'honneur, gentlemen ; finish 
your money matters. Lovemore, where do you spend 
the evening? 

Love. A good evening to you, Sir Brilliant : I am 
engaged. Business with Sir Bashful, you see— 

Sir Bril. Well, don’t let me be of inconvenience 
to you. Fare you well, gentlemen. Thou dear pledge 
of love! [Looking at_ the buckles J thus let me clasp 
thee to my heart. Sir Bashful, your servant. 

[Exit. 

Sir Bash. What think you now, Mr. Lovemore? 

' Love. All unaccountable, sir. 

SirBash. By all that’s false, l am gulled, cheated, 
and imposed upon. 1 am deceived, and dubbed a 
rank cuckold. It is too clear : she has given him the 
buckles, and I suppose my bank-notes have taken 
the same course. — Diamond buckles, and three hun- 
dred pounds, for Sir Brilliant l A reward for hit 
merit 1 . 

Love. He is the favourite, and I have been, work* 
ing for him all this time. 

Sir Bash. I now see through all her artifices. My 
resolution is fixed. If I can but get ocular demon- 
stration of her guilt ; if I can but get the means of 
proving to the whole world that she is vile enough to 
cuckold me, I shall then be happy, 

Love. Why, that will be some consolation 1 

SirBash. So it will: kind Heaven grant me that at 
least; make it plain that she dishonours me, and I 
am amply revenged. — Hark ! I hear her coming. 
She shall know all I think, and all I feel. I have 
done w r ith her for ever. 

Love. [Aside.~\ Let me fly the impending storm. If 
1 stay, detection and disgrace pursue me. — Sir Bash- 
ful, 1 am sorry to see matters take this turn. 1 have 
dope all in my power ; and since there is no room to 
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hope for success, I take my leave, and wish you a 
good night. ' 

Sir Bash. No, no ; you shall not leave me in this 
distress. You shall hear me tell her her own, and 
be a witness of our separation. [ Holding him . 

Love. Excuse me : after what has passed, I shall 
never he able to endure the sight of her. Fare you 
tvell j I must be gone; good night. Sir Bashful. 

[Struggling to go. 

Sir Bash. You are my best friend: 1 cannot part 
with you. [Stands between him and the door .] Stay 
and hear what she has to say for herself : you will 
see what a turn she will give to the business. 

Love. [Aside.] What turn shall I give it? 

Confusion! here she comes : I must weather the 
storm. 

Enter Lady Constant. 

Lady Cons. After this behaviour, Mr.Lovemore, I 
am surprised, sir, that you can think of staying a 
moment longer in this house. 

Love. Madam, I ’sdeath ! 1 have no invention 

to assist me at a pinch, [Aside. 

Sir Bash. Mr. Lovemore is my friend, madam ; 
and I desire he will stay in my house as long as he 
pleases. — Hey, Lovemore! [Looks at him, and smiles. 

Love. [. Aside.] All must out, I fear. 

Lady Cons. Your friend. Sir Bashful ! — Anddovou 
authorise him to take this unbecoming liberty ? Have 
you given him permission to send me a letter, so ex* 
travagant in the very terms of it ? 

Love. [Aside.'] Ay, now ’tis coming, and impu* 
pudence itself has not a word to say. 

Sir Bash. 1 desired him to send that letter, madam. 

Love. Sir Bashful desired me, ma’am. 

[Bowing respectfully. 

Sir Bash. I desired him. 

Love. All at his request, ma’am. 

Lady Cons. And am I to be made your sport? — I 
wonder, Mr.Lovemore, that you would condescend 
to make yourself a party in so poor a plot. Do you 
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presume upon a trifling mark of civilitv, which you 
persuaded me to accept of this morning? Do-yop 
come disguised under a mask of friendship to help 
this gentleman in his design against my honour and 
niy happiness? 

Love. [Aside.] Fairly caught, and nothing can 
bring me off. 

Sir Bash. A mask of friendship ! — He is a true 
friend, madam: he secs how ill lam treated; and let 
me tell you, there is not a word of truth in that letter. 

Love. Not a syllable of truth, ma’am. — [Aside.] 
This will do; his own nonsense will save me. 

Sir Bash, it was all done to try you, madam. 

Love. Nothing more, ma’am; merely to try you. 

Sir Bash. By way of experiment only: just to see 
how you would behave upon it. 

Love. Nothing else was intended : all to try you, 
ma’am. 

Lady Cons. You have been both notably employed. 
The exploit is worthy of you. Your Snare is spread 
for a woman ; and if you had succeeded, the fame of 
so bright an action would add mightily to two such 
illustrious characters. 

Sir Bash. A snare spread for her ! Mark that, Mr. 
l,ovemore; she calls it ensnaring. 

Love. Fnsnarcd to her own good [To Sir Bashful.] 

. — He has pleaded admirably for me. [Aside, 

Lady Cons. As to you. Sir Bashful, I have long ago 
ceased to wonder at your conduct ; you have lost the 
power of surprising mer^but when Mr. Lovemore be- 
comes an accomplice in so mean a plot 

Sir Bash. I am in no plot, madam, and nobody 
wants to ensnare yon ; do we, Lovemore ? 

Love. Sir Bushful knows that no harm was ip- 
tended. 

Sir Bash. Yes, I am in the secret, and my friend 
Lovemore meant no harm. 

Love. If the letter had succeeded. Sir Bashful 
Jurows there would have been no ill consequence. 

fiir Ijash. No harm ip nature; but JL now see limy 
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things are; and since your ladyship will listen to no- 
thing for vour own good, it is toe plain, from all that 
has passed between us, that our tempers are by no 
means fitted for each other, and I am ready to part 
whenever you please ; nay, I will part. 

Lady Cons. And that is the only point in which 
we can agree, sir. 

Sir Bash. Had the letter been sent from another 
quarter, it would .have met with a better reception : 
we know where your smiles are bestowed. 

Lady Cons. Deal in calumny, sir; give free scope 
to malice ; I disdain your insinuations. 

Sir Bash. The fact is too clear, and reproaches are 
now too late. This is the last of our conversing to- 
gether; and you may lake this bv the way, you are 
not to believe one syllable of that letter. 

fjove. There is not a syllable of it deserves the least 
credit, ma’am. 

Sir Bash. It was all a mere joke, madam : was not 
it, Lovemore? — And as to your being a line woman, 
and as to any passion that any body has conceived for 
you, there was no such thing: you can witness for 
me, Lovemore ; cann’t you ? 

Lady Cons. Oh ! you are witnesses for one another.. 

Love. Sir Bashful knows the fairness of my inten- 
tions, and I know his. — [Aside.~\ He has acquitted 
me better than I expected, thanks to his absurdity. 

Lady Cons. Go on, and aggravate your ill usage, 
gentlemen. 

Sir Bash. It was all a bam, madam, a scene we 
thought proper to act. — Let us laugh at her. 

[Goes up to Lovemore. 

Love. With all my heart. — [Aside.] A silly block- 
head! I cann’t help laughing at him. 

[Laughing heartily. 

Sir Bash. [Laughing with him.'] Ha! ha! ha!' — 
all a bam ; nothing else ; a contrivance to make sport 
for ourselves — hev, Lovemore? 

Lady Cons. This usage is insupportable. 1 shall 
not stay for an explanation. Two such worthy coq- 
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federates! — Is my chair ready there? You may de- 
pend, sir, that this is the last time you will see me 
in this house. [Zf-rz?. 

Sir Hash. Agreed; a bargain, with all my heart. 
Lovemore, I have managed this well. 

Love. Charmingly managed! I did not think you 
had so much spirit. 

Sir Bash. I have found her out. The intrigue is 
too plain. She and Sir Brilliant arc both detected. 

Love. I never suspected that Sir Brilliant was the. 
happy man, 1 wish I had succeeded, had it been 
only to mortify his vanity. 

Sir Bash And so do I : I wish it too. But never 
own the letter; deny it to the last. 

Love. You may depend upon my secrecy. 

Sir Bash. I am for ever obliged to you. A foolish 
woman! how she stands in her own light! 

Love. Truly, I think she does. But since I have 
no interest with her ladyship, I shall now sound a re- 
treat, and leave matters to your own discretion. Suc- 
cess .attend you. [Going. 

Sir Bash. You must not forsake mein this distress. 

Love. Had yourladv proved tractable, I should not 
have cared how long I had staid. But since things are 
come to this pass, I shall now go and see what kind of 
reception 1 am to meet with from Mrs. Lovemore. 

Sir Bash. Don’t let her know that you have a re- 
gard for her. 

Love. Oh, no; I see the consequence. — f Aside.'] 
Well oH'this time; and. Madam Fortune, if I trust 
you again, you. shall play me what prank you please. 
Sir Bashful, yours. [Going. 

Sir Bash. A thousand thanks to you. And, hark 
ye, if 1 can serve you with your lady 

Love. 1 am much obliged to you : but I shall en- 
deavour to go on, without giving you the trouble of 
assisting me. And, do you hear? assure mv Lady 
Constant, that I meant nothing but to serve your in- 
terest. [Exit. 

Sir Bask. Rely upon my management. I cun ac- 
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quit you. — My Lady Constant ! Lady Constant — 
Let me chase her from my thoughts : can I do it ? 
liage, fury, love — no more of love ! I am glad she 
tore the letter. Odso ! yonder it lies. It is only torn, 
in two, and she may still piece the fragments together. 
I’ll pick up the letter this moment : it shall never ap- 
pear in evidence against me. As to Sir Brilliant, his 
motions shall be watched ; 1 know how to proceed with 
madam, and if I can but prove the fact, every body 
will say that 1 am ill used by her. [E.n7. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 



An Apartment at Mr. Lovemore’s. Enter Mrs. 

Lovemore, elegantly dressed j Muslin folloui- 

ing her. 

Muslin. Why, to be sure, ma’am* it is so for cer- 
tain, and you are very much in the right of it. 

Mrs. Love. I fancy 1 am : I see the folly of my for- 
mer conduct. I am determined never to let my spirits 
sink into a melancholy state again. 

Mus. Why, that’s the very thing, ma’am ; the very 
thing l have been always preaching up to you. Did 
not I always say, see company, ma’am* take your 
pleasure, and never break your heart for any man? 
This is what I always said. 

Mrs. Love. And you have said enough : spare your- 
„ self the trouble now; 



Mus. 1 always said so. And what did the world 
say ? Heavens bless her for a’ sweet woman ! and a 
plague go with him for an inhuman, barbarous, 
bloody murdering brute. 

Mrs. Love. Well, truce with vour impertinence; 
your tongue runs on at such a rate. 

Mus. Nay, don’t be angry : they did sav so indeed. 
But, dear heart, how every bodv will be overjoy'd 
when they find you have pluck’d up a little! As for 
me, it gives me new life, to have so much company 
iu the house, and such a racketting at the door with 
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coaches and chairs, enough to hurry a body out of 
one’s wits. Lard, this is another thing, and you look 
quite like another thing, ma’am, and that dress quite • 
becomes you. I suppose, ma’am, you will never weaf 
your negligee again. It is not fit for you indeed, 
ma'am. It might pass very well with some folks, 
ma’am, but the like of you- 

Mrs. Love. Will you never havedone? Go and se» 
who is coming up stairs. 

Enter Mrs. Bellmour. 

Mrs. Love. Mrs. Bellmour, I revive at the sight 
of vou. Muslin, do you step, and do as I ordered 
you. 

Mns. What the deuce can she be at now ! [Exit. 

Mrs. Bell. You see I am punctual to my time. — * 
Well, I admire your dre6s of all things. It’s mighty 
pretty. 

Mrs. Love. I am glad you like it. But under all 
this appearance of gaiety, 1 have at the bottom but an 
•ching heart. 

Mrs. Bell. Be ruled by me, and I’ll answer for tha 
event. Why really, now you look just as you should 
do. — W’hy neglect so fine a figure? 

Mrs. Love. You are so obliging! 

Mrs. Bell. And so true. — —What Was beautiful 
before, is now heightened by the additional ornaments 
of dress; and if you will but animate and inspire the 
whole with those graces of the mind which 1 am sure 
you possess, the impression cannot fail of being effec- 
tual upon all beholders; even upon the depraved 

mind of Mr. Lovemore. You have not seen him 

since, have you ? 

Mrs. Love. He dined at home, but was soon upon 
the wing to his usual haunts. 

Mrs. Bell. If he does but come home time enough, 
depend upon it, mv plot will take. And have you got 
together a good deal of company ? 

Mrs. Love. Yes, a tolerable party. 

Mrs. Bell. That’s right: shew him that you will 
consult your own pleasure. 

I 
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Mrs. Love. Apropos, as soon as I came home I re- 
ceived a letter from Sir Brilliant, in a style of warmth 
and tenderness that would astonish you. He begs to 
see me again, and has something particular to com- 
municate. 1 left it in my dressing room; you shall 
see it by-and-by: I took vour advice, and sent him 
word he might come, The lure brought him hither 
immediately : he makes no doubt of his success with 
me. 

Mrs. Bell. Well ! two such friends as Sir Brilliant 
and Mr. Lovenrtore, I believe, never existed. 

Mrs. Love. Their falsehood to each other is unpa- 
ralleled, 1 left Sir Brilliant at the card-table: as soon 
as he can disengage himself, he will quit his company 
in pursuit of me. I forgot to tell you, my Lady Con- 
stant is here. 

Mrs. Bell. Is she? 

Mrs. Love. She is, and has been making the stran- 
gest discovery : Mr. Lovemore has had a design there 
too! 

Mrs: Bell. Oh ! 1 don’t doubt him : but the more 
proof we have the better. 

Mrs. Love. There is sufficient proof: you must, 
know, ma’am — \_A rap at the door.] As l live and 
breathe,. I believe this is Mr. Lovemore. 

Mrs. Bell. If it is, every thing goes on a.s I could 
wish. , 

Mrs. Love. I hear his voice, it is he. IIow my 
heart beats ! 

Mrs. Bell. Courage, and the day’s our own. He 
must not see me yet. Where shall I run? 

Mrs. Love. In there, rna’am. Make haste; I hear 
his step on the stairs. 

Mrs. Beil. Success attend you. I am gone. 

' [Exit. 

Mrs. Love. I atn frightened out of my senses. What 
the event may be l fear to think ; but I must go 
through with it. 

Enter Lovemore. 

Mrs. Love. You are welcome home, sir. 
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Love. Mrs. Lovemore, your servant. [Without look- 
ing cl her.'] 

Mrs. Love. It is somewhat rare to see you at home 
so early. 

• Love. I said 1 should come home, did not 1 ? I 
always like to be as good as my word. — What couid 
•the widow mean bv this usage ? to make an appoint- 
.nient, and break it thus abruptly. Aside. 

. Mrs. Love. He seems to muse upon it. Aside. 

Love. [ Aside .] She does not mean to do so treache- 
rous a thing as to jilt me? Oh, Lord ! I am wonder- 
fully tired. [ Yawns, and sinks into an armed chair. 

Mrs. Love. Are you indisposed, my dear? 

Love. No, my love; 1 thank you, I am very well; 
— a little fatigued only, with jolting over the stones, 
all the way into the city this morning. I have paid a 

few visits this afternoon.— Confoundedly tired. 

Where’s William ? 

Mrs. Love. Do you want any thing? 

Love. Only mv cap and slippers. I am not in spi- 
rits, I think. *' [Yawns. 

Mrs. Love. You are never in spirits at home, Mr. 
Lovemore. 

Love. 1 beg your pardon : I never am any where 
more cheerful. [Stretching his arms.] I wish 1 may 
die if I an’t very very happy at home, — very [Yawns . J 
very happy. 

Mrs. Love. I can hear otherwise. I am informed 
that Mr. Lovemore is the promoter of mirth and 
good humour wherever he goes. 

Love. Oh! no, you over-rate me; upon my Soul 
you do. 

Mrs . Love. 1 -can hear, sir, that no person’s com- 
pany is so acceptable to the ladies; that your wit in- 
spires every thing : you have your compliment for 
one, your smile for another, a whisper for a third, 
and so on, sir: you divide, vour favours, and are 
everywhere, but' at home, all whim, vivacity, and 
spirit. 

Itovc. Ho! ho} [Laughing.] how can you talk so? 

I 2 * 
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I swear I can't help laughing at the fancy. All 
whim, vivacity, and spirit! I shall burst my sides. 

How can vou banter one so? 1 divide my favours 

too! Oh, heavens! 1 can’t stand this raillery! 

such a description of me! — I that am rather satur- 
nine, of a serious cast, and inclined to be pensive: 
1 can’t help laughing at the oddity of the conceit. — 
Oh Lord ! Oh Lord ! [Laughs. 

Mrs. Love. Just as you please, sir. I see that 1 am 
ever to be treated with indifference. 

[Walks across the stage. 

Love. [/?tses and walks a contrary way.) 1 can!t 
put this widow Bellmour out of mv head. [^Jtde. 

Mrs. Love. If I had done any thing to provoke this 
usage, this cold determined contempt — [Walking. 

Love. I wish I had done with that business en- 
tirely; but my desires are kindled, and must be sa- 
tisfied. f Aside. 

[They walk for some lime silently ly each other. 

Mrs. Love. What part of my conduct gives you 
offence, Mr. Lovemore? 

Love. Still harping upon that ungrateful string! — ■ 
but pr’ythee don’t set me a laughing again. Of- 

fence! — nothing gives me offence, child ! — yon know 
I am very fond — [Yawns and walks.] — I like you of 
all things, and think you a most admirable wife;— 
prudent, managing, — careless of your own person, 
and very attentive to miue ; — not much addicted to 
pleasure,— grave, retired, and domestic; you govern 
your house, pay the tradesmen’s bills, [ Yawns.') scold 
the servants, and love your husband: — -upon mv 
soul, a very good wife! — as good a sort of a wife 
[Yawns.) as a body might wish to have.— Where’s 
William? I must go to bed. 

Mrs. Love. T« bed so early! Had not you better 
join the company ? 

Love. I shan’t go out to night. 

Mrs. Love. But I mean the company in the dming- 
yoom. 

fiQVfi . Company in the dining room \ [Stores at f\cr y 
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Mrs. Love. Yes : I invited them to a rout. 

Love. A rout in my house! — and you dressed out 
too ! — What is all this? 

Mrs. Love. You have no objection, I hope. 

Love. Objection ! — No, I like company, you know, 
of all things; I’ll go and join them ; who are they all? 

Mrs. Love. You know ’em all; and there’s your 
friend. Sir Brilliant. 

Love. Is he there? I shall be glad to see him. But, 
pray, howcoines all this about? 

Mrs. Love. I intend to see company often. 

Love. Do you ? 

Mrs. Love. Ay, and not look tamelv on, while you 
revel luxuriously in a course of pleasure. I shall 
pursue mv own plan of diversion. 

Love. Do so, ma’am: the change in your temper 
will not be disagreeable. 

Mrs. Love. And so I shall, sir, I assure you. 
Adieu to melancholy, and welcome pleasure, wit, 
and gaiety. [S'cc walks about and sings. 

Love. What the devil has come over her? Antf 
what in the name of wonder does all this mean? 

Mrs. Love, iyiean, sir ! — It means, it means — how 
can you ask me what it means? — Well, to be sure, 
the sobriety of that question ! — Do you think a wo- 
man of spirit can have leisure to tell her meaning, 
when she is all air, alertness, rapture, and enjoyment ? 

Love. She is mad ! — Stark mad ! 

Mrs. Love. You’re mistaken, sir,-r-not mad, but in 
spirits, that's all. Am I too flighty for you r — Per- 
haps I am : you are of a saturnine disposition, in- 
clined to think a little or so. "Well, don’t let me in-, 
terrupt you; don’t let me be of any inconvenience: 
that would be the unpolitest thing; a married couple 
to be interfering and encroaching on each other’s 

? Measures. Oh, hideous! it would be Gothic to the 
ast degree. Ha, ha, ha! 

Love. [Forcing a laugh.] Ha, ha ! — Ma’am, you — ■ 
ha, ha! vouare perfectly right. 

Mrs. Love. Nav, but I don’t like that laugh now : 

i 3 
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1 positively don’t like it. Can’t you laugh outas you 
were used to do? For my part, I'm determined to do 
nothing else all the rest ol my life. 

Love. This is the most astonishing thing! Ma’am, 
I don’t rightly comprehend 

Mrs. Love. Oh, Lud! Oh Lud! — with that im- 
portant face! Well, but come ! what don’t you com- 
prehend ? 

Love. There is something in this treatment that I 
don't so well — — 

Mrs. Love. Oh! are you there, sir? How quickly 
they, who have no sensibility for the peace' and hap- 
piness ol others can feel for themselves, Mr. Love- 
more ! — But that’s a grave reflection, and I hate re- 
flection. 

Love. What has she got into her head? This sud- 
den change, Mrs. Lovemore, let me tell you 

Mrs. Love. Nay don’t be frightened : there is no 
harm in innocent mirth, I hope: never look so grave 
upon it. I assure you, sir, that though, on your part, 
you seem determined to offer constant indignities to 
your wife, and though the laws of retaliation would 
in some sort exculpate her, if when provoked to the 
utmost, exasperated beyond all enduring, she should, 
in her turn, make him know what it is to receive an 
injury in the teuderest point — 

Love. Madam ! . [Angrily. 

Mrs. Love. Well, well, don’t be alarmed. I snan’t 
retaliate: my own honour will secure you there; you 
may depend upon it.-— Will you come and play a 
game at cards? Well, do as you like; you won’t 
come? No, no, I see you won’t — What say you to a 
hit of supper with us?— Nor that neither? — Follow 
your inclinations : it is not material what a body eats, 
you know ; the- company expects me ; adieu, Mr. 
Lovemore, yours, yours. [£xi/ singing. 

Love. This is a frolic 1 never saw her in before! — 
Laugh all the rest of my life ! — laws of retaliation ! — 
an injury in the tenderest point! — the company ex- 
pecls me, — adieu! yours, yours! — [Mimicking her.~[ 
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What the devil is all this? Some of her female friends 
have been tampering with her. So, so: 1 must begin 
to look a little sharp after madam. I’ll go this mo-, 
ment into the card room, and watch whom she whis- 
pers with, whom she ogles with, and every circum- 
stance that can lead to [Going. 

Enter Muslin, in a hurry. 

Mus. Madam, madam, — here’s your letter; I w’Ould 
not for all the world that my master 

Love. What, is she mad too? What’s the matter, 
woman ? 

Alus. Nothing, sir, — nothing: I wanted a w'ort} 
with my lady, that’s all, sir. 

Love. You would not for the world that your 
master — What was you going to say ? — w hat paper's 
that ? 

Mus. Paper, sir ! 

Love. Paper, sir! Let me see it. 

Mus. Lord, sir ! how can you ask a body for such 
a thing ? It’s a letter to me, sir, a letter from the 
country; a letter from my sister, sir. She bids me 
to buy her a shiver de frixe cap, and a sixteenth in 
the lottery ; and tells me of a number she dreamt of, 
that’s all, sir: I’ll put it up. 

Love. Let me look at it. Give it me this moment, 
r/feflef’.?.] To Mrs. Lovemore ! — Brilliant Fashion, 
This is a letter from the country, is it ? 

Mus. That, sir — that is — no, sir, — no ; — that’s not 
sister’s letter. — If you will give me that back, sir, 
I'll shew you the right one. 

Love. Where did you get this ? 

Mus. Sir! 

Love. Where did you get it ? Tell me truth. 

Mus. Dear heart, you fright a body so — in the par-* 
lour, sir — I found it there. 

Love. Very well ! — leave the room. 

Mus. The devil fetch it, I was never so out in my 
politics in all my days. [-Zut’G 

Love. A pretty epistle truly! [Tfeacfc.] ‘ When you 
command me, my dearest Mis. Lovemore, never to 
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touch again upon the subject of love, you command 
an impossibility. You excite the flame, and forbid it 
to burn. Permit me once more to throw myself on. 
my knees, and implore your compassion.’ Com- 

passion, with a vengeance on him ! — — ‘ Think yon 
see me now with tender, melting, supplicating eves, 

languishing at your feet.’ — —Very well, sir ‘ Can 

you find it in your heart to persist in cruelty ? — Gr.*ut 
ine but access to you once more, and, in addition to 
what I already said this morning, I will urge such 
motives’ — Urge motives, will ye ? — ‘ as w ill convince 
you, that you should no longer hesitate in gratitude 
to reward him, who here makes avow of eternal con- 
stancy and love. Brilliant Fashion.’ 

So! so! so! your verv humble servant. Sir Bril- 
liant Fashion ! This is your friendship for me, is 

it? — You are mighty kind indeed, sir, — but 1 thank 
you as much as if you had really done me the fa- 
vour: and, Mrs. Ixwemore, I’m your humble ser- 
vant too. She intends to laugh all the rest of her 
life! This letter will change her note. Yondei she 
comes along the gallery, and Sir Brilliant in full 
chose of her. They come this way. Could I but 
detect them both now ! I’ll step aside, and who knows 
but the devil may tempt them to their undoing. A 
polite husband 1 am: there’s the coast clear for you, 
piadam. ' \Exit x 

Enter Mrs. Lovkmore and Sir Brilliant. 

Mrs. Lave. I have already told you my mind, 
Sir Brilliant. Your civility is odious; your complit 
merits fulsome ; and your solicitations insulting.— r 
1 must make use of harsh language, sir ; you pro- 
voke it. 

Sir Bril. Not retiring to solitude and discontent 
again, I hope, madam! Have a care, my dear Mrs. 
JLovemore, of a relapse. 

Mrs. Love. No danger, sir : don’t be too solicitous 
about me. Why leave the company ! Let me en- 
treat yon to return, sir. 



tii 



Digitized by Google 



Act V. THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. Q3 ' 

Sir Bril. By Heaven, there is more rapture in 
being one moment vis-a-vis with you, than in the 
company of a whole drawing-room of beauties. 
Round vou are melting pleasures, tender transports, 
youthful loves, and blooming graces, all unlelt, 
neglected, and despised, by a tasteless, cold, umin- 

K ssioned husband, while they might be all so much 
tier employed to the purposes of ecstaey aud 
bliss. 

Mrs. Love. I am amazed, sir, at this liberty. 

What action of my life has authorized this assur- 
ance? 1 desire, sir, you will desist. Were I not 

afraid of tire ill consequences that might follow, I 
should not hesitate a moment to acquaint Mr. Love- 
more with your whole behaviour. 

Sir Bril. She won’t tell her husband !-» A charm- 

ing creature, and blessings on her for so convenient a 
hint. She yields, by all my hope! — What shall I 
pay to overwhelm her senses in a flood of nonsense ! - 

[Aside. 

Co my heart's envoys , tender sighs make haste— r 
Still drink delicious poisons from thy eye , — 

Iiaptures and paradise 

Bant on thy lip , and to thy heart he pressed. 

[forcing her all this time, 

Enter Mr. Lovemore. 

Love. Hell and distraction ! this is too much. 

Sir Bril. What the devil’s the matter now? [Kneels 
down to bifckle his shoe.] ^X’his confounded buckle is 
always plaguing me. Lovemore! I rejoice to see 
thee. [ Looking at each other » 

Love. And have you the confidence to look me in 
the face? 

Sir Bril. I was telling your lady, here, of the most 
whimsical adventure 

Love. Don’t add the meanness of falsehood to the 
black attempt of invading the happiness of your friend. 
j[ did imagine, sir, front the long intercourse that has 
Hibsisted petween us, that ypp might have had del^ * 
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cacy enough, feeling enough, honour enough, sir, 
not to meditate an injury like this. 

Sir Bril. Ay, it’s all over, I am detected, [yijirfe.l 
Mr. Loveinore, I feel that 1 have been wrong, and 
will not attempt a vindication of myself. We have 
been friends hitherto, and|if begging your'pardon for 
this rashness will any ways atone — ■ — 

Love, No, sir, nothing can atone. The provoca- 
tion you have given me would justify my drawing 
upon yon this instant, did not that lady, ana this roof 
protect you. 

Sir Bril. Harsh language to a friend 

Love. Friend, Sir Brilliant ! 

Sir Bril. If you will but hear me ■ 

Love. Sir, 1 insist; I won’t hear a word. 

Sir Bril. 1 declare upon iny honour 

Love. Honour! for shame. Sir Brilliant: honour 
and friendship are sacred words, and you profane 
them both. 

Sir Bril. If imploring forgiveness of that lady — 
Love. That lady! — i desire you will never speak to 
that lady. 

Sir Bril. Can you command a moment’s patience? 
Love. Sir, I aip out of all patience: this must be 
settled between us : I have done for the present. 

Enter Sir Bashful, 

Sir Bash. Did not 1 hear loud words among you ! 
I certainly did. What are you quarrelling about? 

Love. Head that, Sir Bashful. [Gives him Sir Bril- 
liant’s letter.] Read that, and judge if I have not 

cause [ Sir Bashful reads to himst If, 

Si i Bril. Hear but what I have to say — • 

Love. No, sir, no; we shall find a fitter ti rne. As 
for you, madam, I am satisfied with your conduct. I 
was indeed a little alarmed, but I have been a wit- 
ness of your behaviour, and I am above harbouring 
low suspicions. 

Sir Bash. Upon my word Mr. Lovemore, this is 
carrying the jest too far. 
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Love. It is the basest action a gentleman can be 
guilty of; and to a person who never injured him, 
still more criminal. 

Sir Bash. Why so I think. Sir Brilliant, [To him 
aside .] here take this letter, and read it to him, his 
own letter to my wife. 

Sir Bril. Let me see it — [Takes the letter. 

Sir Bash. ’Tis indeed, as vou say, thejilest action 
a gentleman can be guilty of. 

Love. An unparalleled breach of friendship. 

Sir Bril. Not altogether so unparalleled : I believe 
it will not be found without a precedent — as for ex- 
ample [Beads. 

* To My Lady Constant 

* Why should 1 conceal, my dear madam, that your 
charms have awaken'd my tenderest passion ?' 

Love. Confusion! — my letter — [Aside. 

Sir Bril. [Reading.] ‘ I long have loved you, long 
adored. Could l hut flatter myself ' — 

[Lovemore walks about uneasy ; Sir Brilliant/o/- 
lows him. 

Sir Bash. There, Mr. Lovemore, the basest trea- 
chery ! 

Sir Bril. [Reads.) * Could 1 hut flatter mysef with 
the least kind return.' 

Love. Confusion! let me seize the letter out of his 
hand. \ Snatches it from him. 

Sir Bash. An unparalleled breach of friendship, 
Mr. Lovemore. 

Love. All a forgery, sir; all a forgery- 

Sir Bash. That I deny: it is the very identical let- 
ter niv lady threw away with such indignation. She 
tore it in two, and I have pieced it together. 

Love. A mere contrivance to varnish his guilt. 

Sir Bril. Ha! ha! my dear Lovemore, we know 
one another. Have not vou been at the same work 
with the widow Bellmour? 

Love. The widow Bdhnour! — If I spoke to her, 
it was to serve you, sir. 

Sir Bril. Are you sure.of that? 
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Love. Po! 1 won’t stay a moment longer among 
ye. I’ll go into another room to avoid ve all. I 
know little or nothing of the widow Bellmour, sir. 

[Opens the door. 

Enter Mrs. Bei.lmour. 

Hell and destruction! -what fiend is conjured up 

here? Zoons! let me make my escape out of the 
house. [i?«ns to the opposite door . 

Mrs. Love. I’ll secure this pass: you must not go, 
ntv dear. 

Love. ’Sdeath, madam, give me way. 

Mrs.I.ove, Nay, don’t be in such a hurry. I want 
to introduce an acquaintance of mine to you. 

Love. I desire, madam 

Mrs. Bell. My Lord, my Lord Etheridge : I am 
heartily glad to see your lordship. [ Taking holdofhim. 

Mrs. Love. Do, my dear, let me introduce this lady 
to you. - T Turning him to her. 

Love. Here’s the devil and all to do ! [Aside. 

Mrs. Bell. My lord, this is the most fortunate en- 
counter. 

Love. I wish I was fifty miles off. [Aside. 

Mrs. Love. Mrs Bellmour, give me leave to intro- 
duce Mr. Lovemore to you. [Turning him to her. 

Mrs. Bell. No, my dear ma’am, let me introduce 
Lord Etheridge to you. [Pulling him. J My Lord — 

Sir Bril. In the name of wonder, what is all this ? 

Sir Bash. This is another of his intrigues blown up. 

Mrs. Love. My dear ma’am, you are mistaken : 
this is mv husband. 

Mrs. Bell. Pardon me, ma’am, ’tis my Lord Ethe- 
ridge. 

Mrs. Love. My dear, how- can you be so ill-bred in 
yout own house? — Mrs. Bellmour, this is Mr. Love- 
more. 

Love. Are you going to toss me in a blanket, ma- 
dam? — call up the rest of your people, if you are. 

Mrs. Bell. Pshaw ! pry’thee now, my lord, leave 
off your humours. Airs. Lovemore, this is my Lord 
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Etheridge, a lover of mine, who has made proposals 
of marriage to me. 

Love. Confusion ! let me get rid of these two 
fories. [ Breaks away from them, 

Sir Bash. He has been tampering with her too, 
has he ? 

Mrs. Bell. [Follows him. ] My lord, I say, my Lord 
Etheridge, won’t your lordship know me? 

Love. This is the most damnable accident! [Aside. 

Mrs. Bell. 1 hope your lordship lias not forgot your 
appointment at my house this evening. 

Love. I deserve all this. [Aside. 

Mrs, Bell. Pray, my lord, what have I done, that 
you treat me with this coldness? Come, come, you 
shall have a wile: 1 will take compassion on you. 

Love. Damnation ! I can’t stand it. [Aside. 

Sir Bash. Murder will out : murder will out. 

Airs. Bell. Come, cheer up, my lord : what the 
deuce, vour dress is alter’d! what’s become of the 
star and ribband ? And so the gay, the florid, the 
mugnijique Lord Etheridge dwindles down into plain 
Mr. Lovemore, the married man! Mr. Lovemore, 
your most obedient, very humble servant, sir. 

Love. I cann’t bear to feel myself in so ridiculous a 
circumstance. [Aside. 

Sir Bash. He has been passing himself for a lord, 
has he ? 

Mrs. Bell. I beg my compliments to your friend 
Mrs. Loveit : I am much obliged to you both for 
your very honourable designs. [Curtsying to /um. 

Love/ 1 was never so ashamed in all my life! 

Sir Bril. So, so, so, all his pains were to hide the 
star from me. This discovery is a perfect cordial to my 
dejected spirits. 

Mrs. Bell. M rs. Lovemore, I cannot sufficiently 
acknowledge the providence that directed you to pay 
me a visit, though I was wholly unknown to you; 
and I shall henceforth consider you as my deliverer. 

Love. So, it was she that fainted away in tne clo- 
set, and be damn’d to herjealouiy. [Aside. 

K 
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Sir Bril . By all that’s whimsical, an odd sort of an 
adventure this ! My lord, [ Advances to him.~\ my lord, 
mv Lord Etheridge, as the man says in the play, 

* Your lordship is right welcome, back to Denmark.’ 

Love. Now he comes upon me. — Oh, I’m in a fine 
situation. [Aside. 

Sir Bril. My lord, I hope that ugly pain in your 
lordship’s side is abated. 

Love. Absurd and ridiculous. f Aside. . 

Sir Bril. There is nothing forming there, I hope, 
my lord. 

Love. I shall come to an explanation with you. 

Sir Bril. The tennis-ball from Lord Racket’s un- 
ludky left hand. 

Love. No more at present. Sir Brilliant. 1 leave 
yon now to yourselves, and — [Goes to the door in the 
back scene.] — ’sdeath, another fiend ! I am beset by 
them. 

Enter I.ady Constant. 

No way to escape? — [ Attempts both stage-doors, and 
is prevented .] 

Lady Cons. Mr. Love mo re, it is the luckiest thing 
in the world that you are come home. 

Love. Ay, it is all over — ail must tome to light. 

Lady Cons. 1 have lost every rubber; quite broke; 
four by honours against me every time. Do, Mr. 
Lovemore, lend me another hundred. 

Love. I would give an hundred pounds you were 
all in Lapland. • [Aside. 

Lady Cons. Mrs. Lovemore, let me tell vou, you 
are married to the falsest man : he has deceived me 
strangely. 

Mrs. Love. I begin to feel for him, and to pity 
his uneasiness. 

Mrs. Bell. Never talk of pity ; let him be probed 
to the quick. 

Sir Bush. The case is pretty plain, I think, now. 
Sir Brilliant. 

Sir Bril. Pretty plain, upon mv soul ! Ha ! ha ! 

• Love. I’ll turn the tables upon Sir Bashful, for all 
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this — [ Takes Sir Bashful’s letter out of his pocket, j — ► 
where is the mighty harm now in this letter? 

Sir Bash. Where’s ihe harm? 

Love. [Reads. ^ “ 1 cannot, my dearest life, any 
longer behold 

Sir Bash. Shame and confusion ! I am updone. * 

[Aside. 

Love. Hear this. Sir Bashful — ‘ The manifold vexa- 
tions, of which, through a false prejudice, 1 am myself 
the occasion.' 

Lady Cons. What is all this ? 

Sir Lash. I am a lost man. [Aside. 

Love. Mind, Sir Bashful. — ‘ I am therefore re- 
solved, after many conflict »■ with myself, to throw off' 
the mask, and frankly own a passion , which the fear 
of falling into ridicule has, in appearance, suppressed.’ 

Sir Bash. 'Sdeath ! I’ll hear no more of it. 

[Snatches at the letter , 

Love ■ No, sir ; I resign it here, where it was di- 
rected ; and with it, these notes which Sir Bashful 
gave me for your use. . 

Lady Cons. It is his hand, sure enough. 

Love. Yes madam, and those are his sentiments, 
which he explained to me more at large. 

Lady Cons. [Reads.’] ‘ Accept the presents which 1 
myself have sent you-, money, attendance, equipage , 
and every thing else you shall command ; and, in re- 
turn, 1 shall only entreat you to conceal from the world 
that you have raised a flame in this heart , which will 
ever shew me. 

Your admirer 

And your truly affectionate husband, 

Bashful Constant.’ 

All. Ha ! ha ! 

Sir Bril. So, so, so! he has been in love with his 
wife all this time, has he ? Sir Bashful, will you go 
and see the new comedv with me ? 

Sir Bash. I shall blush through the world all the 
rest of my life. [Aside, 

Sir Bril. Lovemore, don’t you think it a base thing 

K 2 
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to invade the happiness of a friend? or to do him a 
clandestine wrong ? or to injure him with the woman 
he loves? 

• Love. To cut the matter short with you, sir, wq 
have been traitors to each other; a couple of unprin- 
cipled, unreflecting profligates. 

Sir Bril. Profli gates. 

Love. Ay, both ; vve are pretty fellows indeed ! 

’ Mrs. Bell. 1 am glad to find you are awakened to a 
sense of your error. 

Love. I am, madam, and am frank enough to own 
it. 1 am above attempting to disguise my feelings, 
when I am conscious they are on the side of truth and 
honour. With the shicerest remorse 1 ask jour par- 
don. — I should ask pardon of my Lady Constant too, 
but the fact is, Sir Bashful threw the whole affair in 
my way; anti, when a husband will he ashamed of 
loving a valuable woman, he must not be surprised, 
if other people take her case into consideration, and 
love her for him. 

Sir Bril Why, faith, that does in some sort make 
his apology. 

Sir Bash. Sir Bashful! Sir Bashful, thou art ruined. 

[Abide. 

Mrs. Bell. Well, sir, upon certain ferms, 1 don’t 
know but I may sign and seal your pardon. 

Love. Terms ! what terms ? 

Mrs. Bell. 'That you make due expiation of your 
guilt to that lady. [Pointing to Mrs. Lovemore. 

Love. That lady, ma’am ! — That lady has no reason 
to complain. 

Airs. Love. No reason tocomplain, Mr. Lovemore? 

Love. No, madam, none ; for whatever may have 
been my imprudences, they have had their source in 
vour conduct. 

Airs. Love. In. my conduct, sir? 

Love. In your conduct’. — 1 here declare before this 
company, ar>d l am above misrepresenting the mat- 
ter; 1 here declare, that no man in England could be 
fyjtter inclined to domestic happiness, if you, madam ^ 
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on your part, had been willing to make home agree- 
able. -* ' 

Mrs. Love. There, I confess, he touches me. 

„ [Aside, 

Love. You could take pains enough before mar- 
riage; you could put forth all your charms; practise 
all your arts, and make jour features please by rule; 
for ever changing, running an eternal round of va- 
riety; and all this towin my affections : but when you 
had won them, you did not think them worth your 
keeping; never dressed, pensive, silent, melancholy; 
and the only entertainment in mv house was the dear 
pleasure of a dull conjugal tete-a-t te; and all this in- 
sipidity, because you think the sole merit of a wife 
consists in her virtue: a fine way of amusing a hus- 
dand, truly ! 

Sir Bril. Upon my soul, and so it is — [Laughing. 

Mrs. Love. Sir, 1 must own there is loo much truth 
in what you say. This ladj- has opened my eyes, and 
convinced me there was a mistake in my former con- 
duct. 

Love. Come, come, you need say no more. I for- 
give you ; I forgive. 

Mrs. Love. Forgive! I like that air of confidence, 
when you know that, on my side, it is, at worst, an 
error in judgment; whereas, on yours 

Mrs. Bell. Po! po ! never stand disputing : you 
know each other’s faults and virtues: you have no- 
thing to do but mend the former, and enjoy the 
latter. There, there, kiss and friends. There, Mrs. 
Lovemore, take your reclaimed libertine to your 
arms. 

Love. ’Tis in your power, madam, to make a re- 
claimed libertine of me indeed. 

Mrs. Love. From this moment it shall be our mu- 
tual study to please each other. 

Love. A match with all my heart. I shall hereafter 
be ashamed only of my follies, but never be ashamed 
of owning that I sincerely love vou. 

Sir Bash. Shan’t you be ashamed? 

T - r» 
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Love. Never, sir. 

Sir Bash. And will you keep me in countenance ? 

Love. I will. 

Sir Bash.. Give me your hand. I now forgive you 
all. My Lady Constant, I own the letter, 1 own the 
sentiments of it; [Embraces her . ] and from this mo-* 
tnent I take you to my heart. — Lovemore, zookersl 
you have made a man of me. SirBiilliant, come; 
produce the buckles. 

Lady Cons. Ifyouhold in thishumour, Sir Bashful, 
our quarrels are at an end. 

Sir Bril, And now, I suppose, I must make resti- 
tution here — [Gives Lady Constant the buckles. 

Sir Bash. Ay, ay, make restitution. Lovemore! 
this is the consequence of his having some tolerable 
phrase, and a person, Mr. Lovemore! ha! ha! — * 

Sir Bril. Why, I own thelaugh isagainst me. With 
all my heart; lam glad to see my friends happy at 
last, Lovemore, may J presume to hope for pardon 
at that lady’s hands? [ Points to Mrs. Lovemore, 

Love. My dear confederate in vice, your pardon ia 
granted. Two sad libertines we have been. Butcome, 
give us your hand : we have used each other scurvily ; 
For the future we will endeavour to atone for the er- 
rors of our past misconduct. 

Sir Bril. Agreed ; we will henceforward behave like 
men, who have not forgot the obligations of truth and 
honour. T 

Love. And now I congratulate the whole company, 
that this business has had so happy a tendency to con- 
vince each of us of our folly, 

Mrs Bfll. Pray, sir, don’t draw me into a share of 
your felly, 

Love. Come, come, my dear ma’am, you are not 
without your share of it. This will teach you, for the 
future, to be content with one lover at a time, without 
listening to a fellow you know nothing of, because 
he assumes a title, and spreads a fair report of hin\v 
Self. 

Mrs, Bell. The reproof is just, I grant it. 
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Love. Come, let us join the company cheerfully, 
keep our own secrets, and not make ourselves the 
town-talk. 

Sir Bash. Ay, ay; let us keep the secret. 

Love. What returning to your fears again! you 
will put me out of countenance. Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bash. 1 have done. 

Love. When your conduct is fair and upright, ne- 
>cr be afraid of ridicule. Real honour and generous 
affection may bid defiance to all the small wits in the 
kingdom. In my opinion, were the business of this 
clay to go abroad into the world, it might prove a very 
useful lesson : the men would see how their passions 
may carry them into the danger of wounding the bo- 
som of a friend ; and the ladies would learn, that, 
after the marriage rites are performed, they ought not 
to suffer their powers of pleasing to languish away, 
hut should still remember to sacrifice to the Graces. 

To win a man, when all your pains succeed, 

The way to keep him is a task indeed. 

[Lixeuntomncs, «■ 
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IN THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 

% 

Written at the Revival of the Play, by Mr. GARRICK. 

YE fair married dames, who so often deplore, 

That a lover once blest is a lover no more, 

Attend to my counsel, nor blush to be taught, 

That prudence must cherish what beauty has caught. 

The bloom of your check , and the glance of your eye , 
Your roses aud lilies may make the men sigh : 

But roses, and lilies, and sighs, pass away, 

And passion will die, as your beauties decay. 

Use the man that you wed like your fav'rite guittar, 
Thu' music in both, they are both apt to jar ; 

JJozc tuneful and soft from a delicate touch, 
iVot handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much. 

The sparrow and linnet will feed from your hand. 
Grow tame by your kindness, and come at command : 
Evert with your husband ihe same happy skill, 

For hearts, like young birds, may be tam'd to your will. 

Be gay and good- humour'd, complying and kind, 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to your mind; 
'Tis there that a wife may her conquests improve, 

Aud Hymen shall rivet the fetters of looe. 

THE END. 
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